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FOREWORD 

1^18 play, at which I had been working for ovei a year, 
was finished in July 1S14, a few days before the war 
broke oat It was to have been induced by Mr. OranTille 
Barker, and to follow The Great Ad^nturt, Whm that 
moment attiTed, the Qenoana weie at the gates i^ Paris 
—and it was obTiondy not the time to put upon the 
stage a play whiob dealt exolaHiTely with qorationa of 
Bex. That time seems far distant — and, when it has 
come, the oonditdons, the environment, will be no l(»iger . 
the same as when the play was written. 

Perhaps one of t^e most definite results of the vast 
upheaval that is shaking the world's foundations wUl 
be the development it will have brought about in the 
chuaot«r, as well as in the position, of vomea Before 
the war, the moat eager and ardent amoDg them w«ra 
concerned with problems nich as those with which this 
little play daala ; those problems have become, and will 
continue, secondary, although not lo^ng their imp<^tanoe, 
which must ever remain acute. During the last two 
years, women have given proof of snob benxsm and 
devotion, .they have bo magnificently, and with such 
superb aoquieeoenoe and mastery of sdf, accented the 
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FOREWORD 
btiTdeaa which fell moet hea;vilj upon them, that It seems 
almost an impertmence to publish a play in which (hey 
are ahown ooncemed merely with one minor iBsae, 
Btmggling for a freedom that a&ectfl tJiemselves alone. 
Were I writing the play to-day, and deding with the game 
theme, I would have conceived a different class of woman 
— the one whom events have revealed to us, aa also to 
herself, as complete mistress of hei destiny. But the 
play stands, and cannot be rewritten; and, with all its 
imperfections upon it, it may yet possess some trifling 
value as an indication of the conditions that obtained 
before the war. 

ALFRED SUTRO 
LoKDOK, Jidy 1916 
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THE PERSONS OF THE PLAY 

BABTLKX CHAMBXRa 

Laubbnch Taboill 
buthbbfobd collikb 

TOBT PABNIHG 

Baldbbton 

MlBTAU CHAHBEBa 

BVB Taroill 

AaNBB BBLL 

Fanny Coixins 

Iht time it tht pretent. Tht notion of ths play patiei aiilMn 
taenly-fimr hoHri, the icene Iting roomt in the Cbaube&B'B 
houie in Uppgr Berieley Street, and tht ojieet iff " Man- 
k«od," a toeekly paper, in Senrietta Strtet. 

Hon. Tbe SOge Dinetioni tn thli book are eoncalTed from tha 
point ol vlew;Of On andleiiee, and mmt, thentore, be teTened br 
(lu kcton pertotming tlw pla^. 
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ACT I 

7n« dminff-room at Babtlst Ohakbkbs'b Aoum in 
Ufper BtrkeUy Sfnet. It it a conwnfumaf, 
tqMore-ahaped room on the ground fiocr ; vindowt, 
htavily owtained on the Ufi,firejiaM on the right, 
door at back, opening direct on to a tmaUith htdi. 
The room it comfortedtle, pleaeant enough in iti 
way, with nothing etrikingly original m iie deooro' 
tion or appointmenCs, and no epeoirUly feminine 
touches. There is heavy tnodem/umiiure agaimt 
the wailt, which are diilempertd in a bluieh grem ; 
on theet hang two or three rather dark jnetttrte of 
the Sogai Academy order. On a sid^oard are the 
tu%ial pieces of eilver, on a tide-table the uewU 
Jlottwt—in feuA, the room, while by no meant vn- 
attraeUve, t* preeitely of the kind to he fovnd by 
the hundred in the houtet of toell-to-do folk in the 
West End. 

Eight people have juitjinithed dinner, and are teattd 
at an oblong table, two at each end, two at the 
tides. Miriam Ohambibs and liAUBBxci Tab- 
GILL are lU the book, Laubince at Mibiak'b right ; 
next to him Aonxb Bxll aud then Buthsefobd 
COLUNB ; fWxt to him, and facing Miriam and 
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"LkvmMKOM, Bt> Taboill and Babtlr — then 
Fankt Colijmi and Tobt PAxmna. It it a 
/air-avKd taUa, and there it abU of a gap at hoih 
endt; the people are all titting in Utfy groupt, 
haoing Aijied thtir ehairt after dinner. 
BABTt-CT Chahbibs m a handsome, elvrdy nwm of 
for^, with ajirank, openfaoe, and a particularly 
attnuUve voice and imile. Laubenck Taboill, 
it abwt the tame age — a long, thinnith man, 
rather ugly, but with a cvrioua, uncouth charm 
about him, ariting from hit very marked per- 
tonality. Hit foot it etrikingly irUdleetual, a 
h^h dominating and arrogant, perhape, &ut wUh 
cm oeeationai tineere <md captivating amtle and 
a look in the eye that are intemely winning. 
RnTHXBroBD CoLLTira it short, and inclined to be 
ttout. Be it dietincHy ofithe bon-vivant order— 
a dever foot, viiih a mout& that it half tentuout 
and half cynical. Tobt FABHiHa u the oldett of 
the party— Clearer fifty fAon forty. Ee ie a 
lawyer, bvt shows few eigne of hit profession in- 
hit fine, which ie long and thoughtful, kindly and 
hwnorout. Sis blade hair is grey at the templet ; 
he, alone of the men, wears a mouetaehe and a 
dostly etU heard. Mibiak m a strikingly hand- 
tome woman of thirty-two or three, with a euperb 
figure. Her face, in repose, leeme somewhat cold 
and pateionlett, but lightt up curiously when she 
tptaks, or beoomee intereeted in what other people 
are saying. Aama Bell it about the same age, 
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iut looi§ ddv. She w a rtaUlu v 
ha»d*onu — but evidentlj/ attaehu meagr* import' 
anaa to htr appearance — in contra^dittin^ion to 
the oihtr ladies, who cm ehantUngly gowned, her 
drat it almott auttere, with a ttriking ahtmce of 
any attempt at omammt, Fasitz Collins n 
pretty, in a rathm- common way. She it a Utile 
common hereelf- — and, eipeciaSy when addreeeing 
her hueband, inclined to be wotpwA. Etx it the 
youngest oflheparty — twenty^eight or twenty-nina, 
and looking even leee. She it eUght, and very fair 
— meek and owriovely retiring. With a UtUe more 
vivacity and easpreeeion the wmdd be exqvieitriy 
pretty — sAt hai wondorful eyee, large and Utetrotte 
— b^it Iheee are VMtally veiled, or only half- oponed, 
and rarely allowed to convey much of whtU peueee 
within her. The mon are all wearing conven- 
tional evening dothee ; the ladiea, teAtIt dietinctly 
avoiding the auelerity of Aoms, ttill have their 
dreeaea out a Utile higher than it the prevailing 
fuhion, and do not subeoriba to the frivolous 
ecewntricOiee of the mommf. 
Ae the eurtain ritee, there ie a buzz of talk, in which 
oM are joining, each with hie noigMmw. The 
butter and two maids have cleared Ae taUe, leav- 
ing cofee-cups and wine and ligu&wr glattee; a 
deeanter <^ port hoe been placed by the tide of 
BaktlkTi who aenda it round. Buihkrfokd and 
ButTLXT are smoking eigart, Tobt a agaretta^ 
tAUKEHOB doea not smoke, nor do aim of A* 
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ladUt. Fasht vxmid have dtarlt/ Wctd a oigar- 
4tU, but aha i» afraid to take one, (t» noTte of the 
other women are smoking. It hat evidently been 
a very pleatant dinner, and aU the guette have 
e^oyed themtehea, and art feeling jolly. The 
tervanit go, and thut the door. Suddenly Tobt 
Fabnino, who hoe been talking eagerly with Famht 
and UiBUH, taye, " Let's ask Babtlxt. BlsT- 
LET ! " Babtlxx apoloffixee to Eyx, and jmehet 
hit chair round the corner, to the aide of Faiiht, 
and ipeaks aeroaa her, to Tobx and Mibuk. 
Xvx moves her chair a littU nearer to Bdthxb- 
roBD — he tume from Aohbs, whom he hat been 
trying to convince, and whiapert to her ; ahe ehaket 
her head dcubtfully. Suddenly he gate on hit legs. 
Though he hot evidently alwaye aoguieaeed in the 
bu&er'e JUlinff hit glaea, he ia perfectly steady and 
e^f-pottaated. 
Rdthsktobd. Ladies and Oentlemen I 

[There ie a chorut of dtaapproval from ail, 
except Era and Aenu, who are in the 
aeeret — and they art dovb^frd. The rett 
alt turn tewarde Rdtebrfoks, and protett 
vigorou^y,ahouling "No,iio\ Nospeechea! 
Sit down I " 
RuT&mroBD. [QutM unperturbed.] Women uid 
Men I 

[MiBiAM, Toby, Laubxsox and Babtley main- 
tain th^r protett, crying " We don't want 
•07 speeches I There sbui't be aaj 
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speechwl Evx and Aama look on and 

9mil« — Faskt «■ indiffemU. Mikum 

throws a Uunp oftuffar at Atm.] 

BuTBSEroBfi. Though jon Btrike jon shall hear 

me I To-dajr happens to b« the first aiuuTenarj of 

Bartley's becoming EditOT — ami also Proprietor— of 

that highly intellectual journal known to the world 

as Manhood/ 

[Th« Jive, who an not in ths ilortt, turn t% 
taeh oihier in lurprite, 
Barilxx. By Jove I What ia to-day f 
ToBT. The 35th of September 1 He's right ! 
UisuH. Still, that's no reason I No, Butherford, 
no] please I 
Baktlix. Of course 1 Sit down, Batheriord I Sit 

BnTBBBroBD. [Blandly, at he taktt a pu^ at hi* 
oigar.\ I refuse. 

Ladbencb. [Laiughing^ We all Imow how eloqaeot 
you are ! But obey your hostess I 

Fanbt. He simply can't miss a chance of— — 

ToB7. Down you go, Butherford 1 

BoTHEBFOBD, \TvTmng on hm.'\ Silenoe, Han of 
Iaw ! A:id be quiet, the rest of you 1 I mean 

MiBUK. Don't I To oblige me I Please I 
Aoras. {Appaalmg to Aer.] Miriam dear — after all I 

We onght to drink Baitley's health 1 
Mittim. Then, my dean, drink it is silence I 

Bartley [Sha funw to him. 
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B&RTLR. Tm, 7m— quite right I Laurence, pui 
him the port I Driuk, Rutherford — uid sit domi 1 
[L&DKBiiOB offen tU dmxiiatar — Butbxkfobd 
teave* it <md4, with a magn^oent gtHure. 

BuTHBSroBD. We we all modeit folk — I more than 
anj [ironKtU applauaa round the tMe\, and only a 
afarong sense of duty retains me in this perpendicular 
poaitioQ. 

Mmm, \Laaghing.'\ At least get it over quickly, 
ButherfordI 

BuTHSKFOSD. I vill be brief as — gratitude ; I will 
be short — as my wife's temper I [Fuuit put* her 
tongue out at htm.] Ladies and Gentlemen ! This is 
our aimivertary. Twelve months ago, to a day, 
Bartlej, oar friend Hartley, forswore the delights of 
Workmen's Dwellings and Garden Cities — and joined 
usi 

All. [Sxoept Mthiiv and BlBTLlT, appUmding 
loudly.] Hear, hear I 

BvTBiBFOBO. We, the rest of m around this table, 
were then eogaged, at we had been for years, in 
educating the people. We had at our head that dis- 
tioguiahed novelist and man of letters Mr. Laurence 
l\»rgiU 

AxL. {Applauding loutUy.] Hear, hear 1 

[LAtjamroi &oum and tooew his hand to thmt. 

BuTBiKFoaD. — who, from the very beginning, had 
conducted the destinies of our weekly oracle. Ladies 
and Gentlemen, under lenience's control that weekly 
might also have been spelt with an " a." 



:,.;,l,ZDdbyC00g[e 



FREEDOM 7 

Aaim. [Sagarty.] No, no — I dany tluti Th« 
pftper may not hare paid — it dida't — but th« work 
was twing done, the foundation-aton* laid 1 It was 1 

BuTHXiiFOBfi. [Turning to h«r,] Agnea Bell — Doctor 
ot Science, Bauhelor of Arte, and Spinster of All the 

Assu. [Saif annoyed <mdhal/amuMd.J Look here, 
Rutherford 

BuTHBKFOKD. [Turning to ths otittn.] — still has 
enough oE the primitive female in her — to pluck 
unripe conclusions from an anfinished proposition. 

ToBT. [Lovghing.] Then finish it, my lad I Oet 
on I 

BcTHisroaD. I am getting on, old Toby of 
Lincoln's Inn ! Heaven, a lawyer rebnking delay I 

ToBT. Never mind me I Torwaerts 1 

[2%*rs ar« eriu of " Yes, yea — ^get on I " E« 
proceed* hlandU/, unlh on oaoanonal pu^ 
at his cigar. 

BuTFEXXFOBO. Weakly we were, I repeat, in the 
sense of having a — defective drcnlation. We made 
a mighty muse, but there were mighty few to hear 
OS I Then Bartley came along. OircumBtances had 
made Bartley a merchant ; marriage and Miriam had 
turned him into a philanthropist ; but, in the paoking- 
room of Heaven, or wherever they eontrived the 
elements of the Bartley that was to be, " Editor " was 
most certainly labelled on his soull Our journal 
has abraya possessed oontribotora of extraordlnaty 
talent 
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All. [Laughing ai%d applauding.'\ Hmt, hear I 

BnTHHKrOAD. Now it rejoioM in aa Editor and 
Proprietor who has made it pay 

BiBTLST. [Btaming.] Not quite — ^but almost I Yery 
nearly I Yee I 

Bdthhbtobd. And that— there ia no other word 

for it — is 8DBLIHI 1 

All, ILowUj/.] Hear, heart Hear, hear! Hartley, 
Bartl^ 1 [Babtlxy amiln happily at theta. 

BDTHXBroRD, [A/ttT onothtr pvff at hit cigar,] 
Ladies and Gentlemen, one word more, and I have 
done. OoT motto, on the first page of our journal, 
was " Don't Be Beapeotable — but Bespect Yoarself," 
and to that motto we hare dung. We are Politicians 
without Party, Enthusiasts without Fads, Moralist* 
without Conventions. [AppkniM.] We attack folly 
and superstition without respect for persons, be they 
princes, priasts, prime ministers, prof eBsors, or nmelj 
prigs. We are also, and have been from our origin, 
Ohampions of the Bights of Women. 

All. [Applauding mart hudiy than tver.] Hear, 
hear I 

RuTMiKTOftD. We have become — more particularly 
under Hartley's guidance— Champions of their Equal 
Bights. 

[7%t apptauit, ttpeeiaOy from Laubxhob attd 
(A« wom«n, yrxnoa wilder than mtr, Ht 
lookt rov/nd, with a mitiAittnnu tmHt. 

Bdthkrfobd. I repeat, their equal rights. We 
— Bartley started us on that, with Miriam 
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perhftpa nndgisg liia elbow— Alwolate Eqiulity 
between the sexea. And wb^ tiot 1 Wstar ii for evw 
rolling under bridges, ind we ar* iiWiTe that the 
New Woman of five years ago ia tJi obsolete to-day a> 
the primitive motor-car that, u it crawled along, had 
to be preceded by a man with a red flag. 

[AoNXS grote» nttive, thaisM hsr head, and 

wMtpan to LauKBMOi and iiauu. 
Bdthibfokd. The red flag is gone — we helped in 
its going — OS it is largely our doing that woman is 
ever becoming Newer and Newer. 

[There ore ttutrmurt ofdiaoontentfrom Asms, 

UuLuu, Laorbioi — Aoras orying, "Sot 

at all I No I She doesn't 1 " BtntHKaroac 

ignorta the imtarru^um, and eontimue 

tiwre blUheti/ Aan ever. 
BurasRro&D. We, the mm, follow her breathlessly 
— and meekly provide — the thunder for her lightning. 
We hare grievances of our own — as I speak, my linen 
Dollar chafes and irritates m»— but it is safe to pretome 
that, generations hence, men will still be wearing 
linen collars — ^though what women will wear Heaven 
only knows — and we shall have helped them to wear 
itl And with that, lAdies and Gentlemen, I invite 
you to drink the health of Hartley Ohambers — and 
also ask Mr. Faming to pass the port. 

\ffe till, eheerfuUy, amidal ngn» of general 

ditapproval. AoNxa, Fuint, and Lio- 

suici aUjwnp tip togtlAer. 
Aatna. I want to 
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Linsntoi. I can't allow 

Vuan. I'd just like 

[2%«M remarkt are ntnu&an«ofM. The thrtt 
ttop and look at each other. 

IfixUH. \Lawghing!\ Good people t 

BoTBBBFOBi). \WUh a duukle, a» ha naeh»$forth» 
doomtor.] Dear me ! Have I said anything T 

¥asst. \_Stingmg^^ Yon know veij well that 
you've been . 

BuTHuroBD, Well, they can't all speak at (mc« t 
I vote for Agnes fint. 

MiRiuc. No, DO ; we've had enough I [She appeaU 
to Aanxs.] It's only Rutherford'a little way I 

Aam. [Who has been whtapering to LlUBlirta, who 
node, and nts down.] I really would like — jnet one 
word. 

BuTHiRFOBO. Let her, dear hoftevl And the 
others after I whynott [ffe bangs the table.^ Silenoe 
for Agnes I [Ht_fille hie glaee. 

F^mrr. [Ae she site, with a eignifieant glaaoe at the 
decanter.] I say, Bntherford— — 

BuTEXKroxD. [Btandlj/.] Admirable wine, dear- 
admirable, [Se ehottte.] Agnes 1 

Aqkui. [If^ervotuly,'] Ladies and Gentlemen 

[ToBT whiepen to Mibuh. 

BnTHZBFORD. [BuTtging the table, and attuming tht 
ton4 of a toaetmaeter.] Pray, silence for Agnes BeU, 
Doctor of Science and Bachelor of Arts 1 

Aoma. [Turning to Attn.] It's yott whom I wantto 
be silent, Rutherford. 
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BtrrHXBroKD. Am tha gnre ! 

[Ht toaua of kit gUut. 

FiSKT. [To TofiT.] He's dnnkiDg too much. 

BUTHXBfORO. Sh, sh t 

Aons, I hkte gsttmg tip and taUciog — not that I 
mean I do, m a g«Q«r«l mle 1 He«v«n knows IVe 
don* enoagh of it I Bat Ruthwford has nid things 
—that I dont like. 

BtrTHSBFOKD. Wooistnol 

Aqhbs. He means veil, of coarse— and, as Miriain 
says, I know it's only bis way— and, in common with 
eveiy woman, I'm gratefnl to him for the articUs he 
writes, and has written 

Bdthkrfobd. Hear, hear 1 

Aamu. And Bartley and Uiriam know how grate- 
fnl I am to Atm, But I hate the idea that, just 
to-night, when we're drinking to Bartley, thanking 
fiartley — anything should be said that — that — oh, I 
mean, that throws back to the old style of talk about 
men and women. Because that's odious to me — and 
is, Pm snre, to us all. 

Au.. [Zou(%, exetpt Buthzktobd.] Hear, bear I 

RuTBBBFOBD. [FiUing hit glau.] When Adam 
d«lved, and Era span-- 

lAjnxsoM. [Kovghly.] Shut up, Rutherford I Let 
Agnes hare her say I 

Aqbbs. [WiA mtetut eamutaett.] I mean — this 
thing that we are fighting for is holj/ — ^yes, it is— 
and I don't Iik« otsu the tutpieion of fun bong made 
of it. I don't like this talk of New Women, and so 
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on. We're not new women — we're not freftkt, or 
eccentrics — we uk nothing abnormftl, or extreme. 
W« want to get nearer to — to — Uie divine — ^jree, 
reelly, the divine— I'm not afraid to nj it. So, even 
at a convivial gathering like thia — don't let's make 
fan. Not have our tongue in our cheek, even when 
we're dining together. I didn't like what Rutherford 
eaid— «bout the red flag and the linen collar. The 
woman of the future, whom we are helping to fOTm, 
will be at leaet aa modest and virtuous as the woman 
of to-daf — and her ver; freedom, and the nobility 
that cornea from that freedom, will prevent her from 
doing things that she doeM to-day— thinga that no one 
thinks anything of, but to us seem d^rading and 
shocking. We plead in onr paper that motherhood 
shall be open to all women — that no shame shall 
attach to the child bom out of wedlock — or the mother 
who bears it. Is that dreadful — ^is it abnormal — to 
the god who sits on the mountain f /am not 
married, as yon know — and have a child, as you 
know — and you none of yon think the worse of me 
for it, or regard me aa depraved, or immoral— for you 
know, and I know, and God knows, that I am none 
of theee things— but a woman who craved for a child 
— «ad could meet no man whom she loved enough to 
give her whole life to him, And I plead, and our 
paper pleads, for the thousands of women is like case 
to mine — women who have not had the courage that I 
have had— ^women who in dark plaoaa and sheltered 
corners wring their hands and kment over a stunted 



:,.;,l,ZDdbyC00g[e 



FREEDOM 18 

■Lnd orippted existoiioe. For genentiona, for hondiMU 
of yeuB, men bave miggered at women when tliaj 
eren tpoka of these things. 7ou don't— I know, ersn 
Buth^ord doesn't— uid it is became onr paper is n 
proadljr above the eneer and the jibe that it baa 
become aoch a mighty engine for good— and the 
hope and ina|uration of every lofty-minded woman 
throughout ^e huid. And it is for this that I am 
BO grateful to these dear people — to Bartlej and 
M iriam — and thank them from the depths of n^ 
heart. And I thank you for letting me say these 
things. 

ijSht fit* qvickh/, amidit great applauM Jrom 

t&mn aU, indttdrng Buthikfokd. Mikuh 

htndt aorots, and pat* Aoras on the hand. 

Bahtlkx ritet, and got* to her. 

BcTHSKroBD. [SMOa^iowiy, and the least bit 

mtU3%.] Very good speech — very. But the honoor* 

able lady has misunderstood me; I only 

Bixnxr. You've had your turn, Butherford ! 

[Se draiea a chair up Jrom the uxdl, and talke 
eagerly to Aoms. BuTHSBroan turns to 
Evi, and begine to eeejiain to her. 
LatntZHOK. Bravo, Agnes I Bravo I 
BdrnBaroRD. Qet up, my lad — get up I 
liiunmioi. [Ignoring him.] Bravo, I say I And M 
Butherford and his linen collar go to biases 1 

BuTHXBroBD. [Shooting out hit ehirt-ot^ffii, and 
looking at then* rtgret/uUy.] If that's the name of— « 
new laundry-— we might try it, Fanny, 
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IiAinUDtoi. I don't know wli^ ha haa sprung this 
olftptTftp upon US — but I'm gUd of it — because it 
gave us Jignea's speeoh. And I'm with jou, 
Agnes, in wtry word you're saidl I'd bare no 
barriers — Fd throw open ererj door I Husbands 
and wiTeB^«U right— but, first of all, men and 
women I 

BcTHBKroRB. [WHA a sTtigger.] What does Ere 
think of that t 

[TA^ aU look at En, vho witA btnt head 
htu bam aoribhUng on the uAU-dcth. Sht 
glanon vp, and snulM. 

LiDBEiro. [WhohaaaUothirotDnaqtticklookather, 
going on at linewily at «Mr.] Eve ttiinks as I do— I 
i^ieak for her as I do for myoelf . 

RuTHzaFOBD. \Enlhuaia»ticaUt/.~\ Hear, hear I 

Laobkhok. And I'm proud — I'm sure Bartlej is — 
of the waj Agnes spoke of the paper. That's what 
we VMM it to be I And we owe it all to Bartley. 
We'd been muddling away at social schemes — it was 
he who came along, and said, " Women first 1 " [St 
tutnu to Babtlxt.] Didn't you % 

Babtlxt. Yes, yea — I did — I thought 

ToBT, [ZaupAtn^.] And Laurence straightway took 
the bit between his teeth, and atarted bolting down- 
hill! 

likOixafM. [Lmtghing, too.'] All right, old Dryas- 
dust I PwhapsI ijuiwant togoalittletoofar. But 
he keeps a tight rain on our necks 

loBE. Tou need it I 



:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 



FREEDOM 15 

Lauuctok. [OaSj/.} I dnrtenj I do 1 And no 
doabt wft're the better for it — oar cireolation prorw 
that 1 If ■ quite true I vouid have gtme lurther tiuo 
he does — fact ia, he'i « law-abidiag citizen, and I — 
ain't! 

BuTBEBTOBD. No. Iflft year's Bomantio Boffian. 
Shop -soiled. Cheap. 

Laubshoi. [Laughing.'] Can't any one atop old 
Batberfordf And — aa we are drinking Bartley's 
health — don't let'a forget that — jut one personal 
word 1 &e took over my paper, with its debts — freed 
me, I am proad to aay it and acknowledge it — from 
the load of financial embarrassment that was crippling 
me — didn't want to be editor, I had to force it on him, 
realizing, very quickly, that he was a far better man 
for the job than 1 1 And we all know what an editor 
he Aot been I And the sort of fellow he w / Never 
a truer friend or a kinder heart I The best of na all 
— «nd we're proud of him — and lore him I Long live 
Hartley I 

[Re rite* and wawa hit glass. The otAen 
are follomng, toitA shouts of applause, 
BuTHSitroBD pttshes thorn back. 

Rvraa.70XD. Wait — wait — not ready yet— got to 
hear Fanny. 

UiBUK. Nonsense, Batherfoid. I'm sure she 
doeent 

RuTHnLTOBi). [Intemgitins her.] Throw open 
every door, he said 1 Well — Faony'a been knocking] 
Can't have Fanny knocking, and door not openl 
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She leanU to ipekk I [fft thouti and hang* t&e tabh.] 
Fuitiyl 

FissY. [Snapping at htm.] I don't want to. Though 
it'a quite true I did. But only to explain to the 
others that it waa joat your irritating way — that I 
know BO well 

Rdtkkbiobp. [J^oraugfUj/ ttyoytng hvo*telf, and 
afffsting the deeput conosm.] Oh, my darling — can it 

FuHT, \Mon and more irrU<Aly.\ It's what he 
oallfi his sense of humour — and when that gets mijced 
up with port, he's simply unbearable. 

Uiauu. [JTtM/j/.] Dear Mre. Oollins 

BuTHxaroRD. \Stopping Uibuh, as he roUedelight- 
edly in hie ehair, and goee on ohaffitig Fanny.] Angel 
child— it's Bartley's health we're drinking — and not 
minel 

FiNNT. [Completely ignoring him.] And he's just 
in the mood— when his ona desire la — to annoy 
•Tory one. 

BDTHXBroBn, May I remind — my admirable 

wife 

Fannt. [Loring ail control, m her vexation.] Tm 
not your wife. 

[ITiere ie general exdamation. HiKiui and 
Aqnxb cry " Oh I " and Bastlxt and 
L&DBIKOI atare. Tobt shrugs hie ehotdders 
and triM to intervene, dears hie throat pre- 
paratorily. FiSSJ gives a look ro*ind the 
taite, and goee on rather contritely. 
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Vissr. I don't knor, for the life of hm why I 
blurted that ont jost now. Shocked yon tt bit, I see. 
[The ladiet proteit, tomewhat polUtly, txeept Evi, 
who taktt tto noHee.} And I'm rather aorrj I said it. 
Bat you'd have had to know some time. Though of 
course I don't often h&ve thia privil^e of meeting 
you. And you mustn't think / haven't wanted— to 
get married. 

[She itopa abrvpUy, looki at th* tabU-iioth, and 
plays with her eup and taueer. There ie a 
momeiU't rather awkward eiieaee. Buthib- 
TotD remaine oompUtdy vmeoneeraed, tmd 
perftc^y happy. Tobt throws Mmetl/into 
thehretieh. 

Tobt. Since it's Bartley'a health we're drinking, I 
ought to put in & word. Because I'ye known him 
longer than any of you — even Miriam I We were at 
school together — and at Oxford together — and I can 
tell you, be was no end of a swell. 

Babtut. [Laughing.] Oh, wasn't I Just I Except 
in exams. The less said of them the brtter 1 

ToBt. It was I drew up his artidee of partnership, 
when his father took him in, and he became a Merchant 
Prince. It was I who was best man at his wedding 
—and oh, Miriam, do yon remember the fuss be 
made % Did to want it all to be swagger ? 

Bartlki. Ha, ha, I did I St. Qeorge's, Hanover 
Square — that was my idea I But not yours, W'riftm 
—eh? 

MiRUH. No. / wanted — a third-oUss elopement I 
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Ton. W» oompromiMd with th« regutrj-offioe in 
tbe Fkucna Boad. Bat the temper he wu is I 
Because he hat a temper, old BarUey t I^diee and 
Gentlemen — this may be a rerelation to you — hat hs 
doean't show it often — does he, Miriam ? 
MiBUii. No, Hardly ever. Never to me I 
ToBT. A soft heart goee with it — a kind of oomlnna- 
tion, he is, of Uaiy's lamb and a bull in a china-sbop I 
And always, throogh eTeiything, the beet and 
•trwghtett fellow that walks this earth. Let's drink 
to him. Hartley I 

[A hat tearetlyjinitfitd htfort BtiTEBRFOBD 
— tm wAom tht v>ina it begiiming to tdi — h» 
hat btm hdpmg himtdf frttly — thottU 
"No, no — not yet I Eve!" Thare it 
protttt aU round. 
En. {Startltd and ahrinking.] No, no I 
MiEUU. [F«SE«2.] This really won't do I 
Fakht. [fFith a thrug.] I told you— he's im- 
poatdble. 

Laubimoe. \AngriI]/.'\ Bubherford, leave her alone I 

[T^tte remarkt art timvltaneout ; they hava 

no efftet on Rdthbrfobd, who gott on 

btllotninff "Ev9\ Evel E76 1" at tht top of 

hit voice. 

Fiimr. [Shouting at him.] You're becoming an 

absolute nuisance 1 

MmuM. Bartley, yon really most stop this. 
Babtlst. Buthwtord, my dear fellow 
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LiiTBBVOB. Yoa know perfectly well ohe mtct- ■ 
[Theat T«markt an again limvilarteout—but 
they have not tk« tlightwt tfftct on RrrBnt- 
FOBD, v>ho goes on, in a hind of eingsong, 
yelling " Ere, Eve, Silence for Eve I " 
Aqnxs, [A.eross hie book, to En.] Saj one WOTd, 
dear, to keep him quiet I 

BlTTHIBFOBD. Evet 

LAonBiroB. [Really angry.] You donkey 1 
BuTHEBFORD. Eve I Eve ! Silence for Eve I 
Acres. [To Evx.] Anything, dear. Just to stop 

Eti. [Tvming to t/mn, very elotnly and timidly]. 
Yeiy well— if I must ... I drink to Hartley too. 
I think ae you ell do about him. 

BcTHXEFOBD. [Molieiovsly.] And (reedom, Evet 
We've beard Laurence on Freedom 1 Qive ui your 
ideas! 

Eve. [Very ttartled^ at the lookt at htm.] I don't 
think my ideas — I mean — 1 — I — 

[She breaks down, and lurttt into tear*. There 
M getieral exdamation, exprmim of lym- 
pathy with her, and indignation with 
BcTBEKTOBD, who merely wage hie head, 
and file hmie^ another gUut. Agnm 
jumpe up and goes to En — to doe$ 

LlUBBNOE. 

UiBiAM. Poor little Eve ! What a shame I 
loBT. Too bad of Rutherford I 
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Bartlzt. [F«ry ooneermd,] Beally, rtaUj, I'm 
frightfully sorry 1 

Fahvt. That'i Butberford all over— he likee 

[^eM romorif ar« rimultarteova. Bdthek- 
FOKD pays no Aeed to lAmn, but np» hii 
port, duieiling bUtMy to himself. Lau- 
BSNOK hat reached Evx'a tide — he puts hi* 
arma round her, tilt on the hack of her 
ehoMT, and tri»t to eomfort her. She drtet 
ier eyee, aud quiekli/ reeovera hertdf, ehyly 
emiUng apologiu. Aoma goee hack to her 
teat. 
LiDBKiTCm. There, there, darliiig, don't cry. It was 
R very great shame. Poor little sweetheart I 

ICtrtim. Rutherford, I'm really vexed with you. 
lam. 

BuTHXRto«D. Temper the wind, hoatew I Temper 
the wind I 

MmuH. We all spoil him, that's the truth. 
BDTHXBroBD. And how about Hartley's health I 
Oome along, all of yoa I ITP I 

HiBUiL {Riting, at do M the othert.] To Bartl^l 
And I drink to him — and thank him too I 

[They all hold up their glattet — with thouU oj 
"Baiiley, Bartleyl" Lauhznoi haa 
Adsfaned boot to hit place. En leing noa 
perfedly tranqwi ogam, to get hit glam — 
h4 ttandt hetida Mibiu. BuTBzarOBD 
Urikf «|> " For He's a Jolly Good Fellow " 
—Ihty aS join in. When they ga to the 
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" Hip, Hip, Hip, Hurrah I " <la^ 

BoTHKsroRD ihovia, "And btas f<» 

Miriam [ Hip, hip, hurmh I And on« tor 

Bartley jaiiior, upstaitfll Hnnmhl And 

one for th« bab;, whatever ite name ii I 

Hturahl And now^-silenoe for Bartic^ I " 

7A« Ae«n havt been heartily given, and 

gUuaee drained — tA«y all tit, Baxtlit 

riaet. Be it deeply moved, and p(uite»for 

anmrtanthefoTetpeeJnng, TheyaUtAout, 

and applattd Mm. 

Babtlxt. M7 dear friends— I — ^realljr — scarcely 

know what to saj. Vm to ftoai to be here with 

you — to have people like you — around me. I'm so 

|ffoud of yon all. It's a wonderful thing fOT a man 

like myself to be controlling— ~no, no, not controlling, 

but guiding — a paper like oun. Hiriam, of course, 

controls and guides me. I am what she has made 

me. 

MiBiAK. No, no. 

Babtlet. {Looking fondly at her.] I eay, yes, yee. 
I went out of the Oity because she wanted me bv— 
I oame into this paper becaase ahe wanted me to. 
We've been married seven years — and I've always 
done what she w&oted, and always shall. Before I 
married, I suppose I was just like the other fellows 
with lota of money. And a bit of a snob, too, I dare 
say. My ideal woman was the smart girl who rode 
to bounds, and danced, and flirted, and was satisfied 
with evwythiug, and didn't care a button for any^ 
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thing outside. But I had the luok to mur^ Miriam. 
And she has taught me what women are, and are 
capable of. [Mikum maket a getturt. 

BlXTLBT. [yoddrng.] Yes, jea, m; dear, I koow. 
Thafa enough about that. [Se Ivma to tha oth&rt.] 
Tou all know I Well, this paper of cure. I took my 
dear friend Laurence's place — he made me — and, as 
he says, I put the women's movement in the front. 
Because, to me — to Miriam and me— that is tha 
morement — bigger than the others, bound up with 
the others, bdping the others ! Laurence — onr fiery, 
nntamed Laurence — was with us at once— and, as 
you know, chafes, sometimes, at my holding him 
badk. But then, you see, the public — the public's 
like me-^the public go slow t And tA«y are beginning 
to understand that what we're striving for is the— 
f the — the beautiful, and not the ugly. That's all. 
Nothing nasty about n^— about our work, about our 
paper. As Agnes says, freer men and women, and 
thwefore nobler. Nobler, that's all — nobler I Oar 
aim, our ideal — and we're getting there. Thanks to 
yon— to yon all — and to Miriam 1 Yes — I must eay 
it — especially to Miriam I And SO — so— Qod bless 
you — and may we oelebrate many more anniversaries 
together. 

[ffe tit*, amid grtat applatiM, Buthsbfobd 
Imng apteiaUy m&uaiiutie. AoNn, ToBT, 
Fahht, Li.uKiKCi, ail toy mo* thing* to 
BUTLIT. Mnuui Ut* h» hand rest for 
a fnomvnt on Ma. 
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Asms. Thank jou, Buile; I 
Fanky. a great little speeohl 
ToBX. Oood man, Bartlej I 
L&nKENCE. Dear old friend I 

[ThMS rmnariu art atmuUoHtoua. 
BuTHKRFOBD. [SpTMoUng.] A — jolly — good — Bpeech, 
Successful evening. Very. 
MiBUM. [Riainff,] Well— AMD we oan go upetura. 
[They aU rite, except BuTHiBroBO, who re- 
mains te(^ed, ttaring at M» gtau. 
MiBUH. Bartley, don't be long. 

[Laukeroe hoe opened the door, Aoim and 
Etie go. Fakkt, at the door, (urn* round. 
FiNST. And pleate don't let Bntherford drink any 
more I Look at him I 

BiDTHBRroBD. \Rinng elototy to Am feet.} I am — 
[ffoudly oonseioua — of being — worthy of — inspection. 
FiHNT. [rowing her head.] Oh, yes. / know. 
BuTHXnroBD. Crypto— conchoid — Bypbonootomata, 
Famnt. \Wtih a eoMejoptuoue ehrug.'] Fooh I 

[She goea, foUowed by Mibiam. LAtmxvoi 
doieethedoor. I^^eO—Towiinhieold 
plaoe, Baktlst next to him, then Rdthxx- 
rou> and LAOSBrca. BriHutronD hoe 
tutdoi^tedty drunk too mueh—hut he 
manifeete thte only by an eaoeative doxo- 
ne— <>f speech and portentoue eokmnity of 



ToBT, [Merriiy, to BoTHiKroBD.] Well, my bc^, 
■/ou've been having a fine fling to-night 1 



:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 



•e4 FREEDOM 

Bdtsuvoed. [Aa hajilit hit glau^ LUe — and vm\ 
— of the party. 

IiADBXKOi. [At he n(«.] Yoa tmU have a hoad to- 
morrow I 

Bdthkrfobd. [Holding up hia ^a$a.] I lik« — 
having a head — ^to-morrow. Better to hare a — head 
— to>morrow — than a — turnip — to-night, [ffe lift* up 
hi* gtoM and boioa iviominly to the othen!\ To the — 
turnips. [Ht d^iik8i\ 

[Thsy laugh — Toai tumt to Babtlkt. 

ToBT. Quaint, you know— when I think of the old 
days — with your four-in-hands and your supper- 
parties — and here you are, running this paper I 

BuTHCBFOBn. [A» he looke armtnd,] What I ask 
myself sometimes — especially when I'm not — strictly 
sober — is, what are we doing it for ? Eh t 

loBT. [Laughing.'] That's only becauet you're not 
strictly sober, Rutherford I 

BuTHKBTORD. [Impm»iveljf, at he leane farward.'\ 
Let me tell you— I've very great respect — for myself 
— irtien I'm in — this condition. 

[He node hie head tolemnly, eeoerat tuns*. 

LinuBNOK. [Shortlj/.] Well, we haven't. Farfromit, 

BuTHKBTOBD. That's beoanse yon — don't know. I 
— undentand more. Different man. Brain's clear 
— frightfully clear. Parsn — ^thetioally, I've more 
brain— than all the rest of you— put together. 

IiauKiHOB. [DrUj/.] You're a wonderful peison, of 
fionrse. [Eeleoniaenet] Bartic^— — 

BtTTHiBFOitD. [IfUerrupUng him nMl«ady,'\ I«u< 
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rosoe hasn't — mere jumble — philoeophj uid fiction. 
When you road hia — novels — yon skip the — atory 
part — and when you get to th»— philowphy part, yon 
— jvuu and go to— eleep. 

BAfiTLBi. [Foxed.] Look here, Butherford, don't 
say laoh things. They're uUy. 

Laubxnob. [Oood-imiumredly.] Don't mind bim. 
Thanks, Rutherford, my son I 

BcTHnrou). Bartley doesn't know— how should 
he! Fine editor — ^yes. Has a nose. Always give 
me an editor — with a nose. 

BunxBT. [Lavyhing.] Well, he's turning it up at 
you now I 

BoTHXBroiiD. But no brain, Hartley, my dear — sU 
heart. Beautiful, streaky heart. ToIl^ Paming 
hasn't a— brain — but then he's a — ^lawyer — and never 
— misses it. 

Tobt. [Merriljf, at At thaktt At* head at Aim.] Oh, 
you ridiculous old ass I 

BnTHERFOBD. Qood man, Toby-~with you there^ 
but dry as a — haddock, MAkes me thirsty to Iwik at 

\3t gropea for Aa decanttr— Toby rsocAss 
forward and take* it anoaj/. 
ToBi. Well, at least, you shan't drink any mwet 
And now shut up, Butherford, like a good ofaapl 

Bartley, I wanted a word with you about 

Bdtbbbfoiid. [Solmmly.'] Old friends — you'd much 
better — listen to — me. Look here, we— started this 
—paper — years ago — didn't we ? Title, Manhood— 
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we'TS stuck to— that. Twelve of ni — ^weran't ther* 
—all ment Three of ua — teft— of the— twelve 
Wbwa are the — others i 

L&UKKRCX. [Shortly.] Kever mind the others. 

BuTHKRFoas. But I — do mind — We wanted — de- 
cent homes — for the workers. living wage. Beform 
of the — Pooi^Iaw. And such like. The public 
didn't care a — damn. Peculiarity of the — public — it 
never dcM care a damn — ^for things that — matter. 
Then we Cook up the — women — and we'r«— booming 
— now. 

Lacksnok. [Eagtrly.'] We always, and from the 
very beginning, " took up " the women, as you call it. 

BuTHKRFORD. [ScornfrUty.] Oh, yes — the — vote. 
But the — public— didn't care— and the — women— 
didn't care. 

[7A«ra an indign<Hit proletta from tfu tAret' 
others. 

Ladkkhoi. That's not true I 

Babtlst. Of course it isn't I 

loBi. They did — aod they do I 

Laubxhos. ITot caret Haven't we rallied round 
US all the brightest intellects in England % 

Bdthxbfobp. All the — brightest intellects — in 
England— would go into a— cabmen's shelter — and 
there'd still be room for — you. [Sit voiM beoomM 
lUmoit dirg«-iii4 in itt nwun{/wJM«M.] 2Ta— -it's tb^— 
Sex business. That has— done it. All the — ^women 
—buy US — now. 
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ButTLXT. [FTnwUinjr At* broto.] What d'yaa mMn 
by the Sex buainesi ? 

BuTHK&roBO. Frear — KToroe — Cl&iiu to MMtm- 
mtj — Eqoal Bighta — and bo on. 

LiDBENOx. [Pauionatdf/.] And aren't these things 
right t Don't you believe in them t 

BuTHiaroBD. Tei — when I'm sober. Don't — when 
I'm dmnk. And the question is, ought I to lend my 
— quite extraordinary gifts 

Ladkhiok. [Rotighlg, at hs ahUehet th» dMcmtar, 
and pasaaa it to Buthxkfobd.] Here, my lad, drink 
some more. Yaull be more extraordinary stiU. 

Babtlkt. [Frotetfmg.l No, no, you shouldn't 

Ladbbnob. Oh, it passes off very quit^ly with him. 
TTpstairs, in the drawing-room, he won't torn a hair. 
I know him. 

BnTHZitFOBD. [Umttadily JUimg hi* ^losi.] Isn't 
that — juit — what we're doing t Oiring 'em what 
they want t But is it good for them i I don't know. 
Is it good for me t [ff« holds vp hit gUut.] I'm not 
Bure. [S« drinkt sfoio^, toying btCvMtn gv^e] 
I'm — not — sure . 

Toby. [Zaughing.] Well, doo't worry about it. 
You'll be quite sure to-morrow. 

Baxtlxy. [Barruttitf.] And Til teU you this, 
Butherford — just this — you're wrong in what you've 
been saying — and, drunk or sober, Z can't let you say 
it. I'm giving my life to this movement— I believe 
in it, with my whole soul. 

Bdthbbfobd. Miriam does. 
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Baxtlbt. [Jfoddmg.] That'i quite right ; I mraldnt 
hftTO, but for her. I tufld to be like the other mes 
at the Olub— thought it » joke thkt women should 
mmt thing!. I don't now. Oh, of course there are 
other aboMfl — but it*« not fair to mj that we neglect 
tAeta. We don't. Only, the women oome firat> And, 
woikiog hand in hand as we're doing, I tell yon we 
shall go far. 

BuTHKRrosn. At present — we've got to— Agnes- 
having a baby from — the Stores. 

[ToBT can't A»^ laugh^, but Babti.bt and 
LiUBnroi are reaBy angry and mdignaiU, 

Bastlit. None of that, Butberfwd! That's beastly 
—it's low 1 

liAiTRBros. Oood Heavens, yea I Have you ever, 
in all your life, oome aoroea a nobler creature than 
Agnes t 

Bdthbbfobd. [Blandlt/.] No one's a— denigin' of 
it, Sairey. 

Bastlst. And — Rutherford — this comes rather ill 
from you, Tes, really it does. We were all of ns, I 
think, a little distressed when we heard you weren't 
married to Fanny. 

BDTHXBfOBD. [Staring.^ Were you, though t 

Toby. [Trying to inttrv en e.} Oh, I say, B^tley 

BltttiXT. [Nodding aerott to him.] Yes, yes, I know. 
But I think he ought to be told. It really's not fair 
on her. 

IiAcxxvoi. No, it isn't. Bay what one {dcMNs of 
marriage, this is precisely a case 
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RuTBXKTOBD. [Woff^ng Am head.] la it, thon^l 
lAwks 1 who'd hftve thought it I 

Baktlit. We muit to gi?e women freedom — but 
I not to deprive them of their — contract. 

Toby. I uy, B&rtley, old cbftp-^really — jou 
needn't, jolt now. Aad, in nay event — after all 

BixnXT. [Eameidj/, to Tobt, aorot th4 taae.] 
She's the mother of his child. She has given him 
the belt years of her life. 

Toby. Bat scarcely of bis dais, yon know. Yon 
saw tiiat to-night. One mvt oonsider that. 

L&DBKNOX. [Ittdignmal}/,] Class, Toby I Claas 1 

Basroy. Yes — I'm a littla surprimd. What hat 
that to do with it! 

Toby. [Shrugging hit thoulda-t.] Oh, my dear 
fellow 

LkVBXSOM. She's mttilled to be hu wife I That's 
her right I 

BuTHKBTOBD. [Lookmg in amazemant from one to 
the other.] Uy stars — and stripes I She oofZa herself 
my wife—/ call her^my wife. What's the odds ! 

BuTLiT. The odds are, simply, that yon could, at 
any moment yon chose, jost send her away. 

Laubekob. And that's monstroas— yes, it is mon- 
gtronsl 

Bixruci. So I say to you, Rutherford — you know 
how fond we are of yon — just think it over — that's 
aU. Kow let's go upstairs. 

[Be riiee, aedothe othere, taxept BuTHBBroBD, tdb> 
eite there, drvmminff hitjingera on the table. 
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BoTHiuoRD. I teon't think it over. If ■ absurd. 

Baktlit. Eutherford 

Bdthkkpobd. Prepo»— po« — posterons. 
Lavresoi. [Clapping him rougMt/ on th4 thotddtr.] 
Come on — get up. 

[Babtlit and Tobt are atondmg hy the door, 

Toby evid«ntly remonttratingwithBAB.TLST. 

BoTHiKTOBD. [Waving Laubbnok aumy.] I write 

^women's ftrtiolea — when I'm sober — and believe in 

'em, right enough. But I'm a — ^bit of a man, too. 
And Fanny's welcome — to all I have — as long as — 
she goes — on the square. 

[Se gets unsteadily on to hit lege. 
Lauunck. [Turning angrily on him.] On the 
square 1 And who's to be the judge of that ? You ? 
You're judge and jury 1 

BuTHSBFOBD. [Cotching hold of him, aiith a drvnJun 
sn^ffW.] Kiat's all ri', old chap. Suppose Fanny 
^yed mt the game — that yon and Miriam — are 
playing on old Bartley ? 

Baioixz. [Twming, in the midat of hie talk wUh 
Toby.] Eh! 

Laussxoe. [Furicmely, at he ehaket BtrrHiBFOBD.] 
You drunken fool 1 

Babtlit. [Vaguely, ai he takee a ettp fonoard.] 
What did haa&y^ 

[EvB hot come in — tha door had opened inmte- 
diatelj/ after Rcthsbfobd's laet aentenee. 
She eomee forward — the men ail etop, and 
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fum to hv. Sh» did not h»or mhrt 

RuTHutTOBD had ioid, bta i$ jrvidmHy 

ttntek toUh tht ludden HiUneu. 

En. [A litllt awkteardl!/.] Ob, BuUej — Hiriam 

Bays you've been down bore quite long enongfa — she 

wante 

IiiUBBiciE. [EattUy.] We were jiut going. If I 
oan get Rutherford up. Do bim good, I think, to 
put Ma bead under tbe pomp. Oome slong I 

[S$ puah»f BcTHXBrOBD to the door. Thd 
thoek has comphttly tdbwrtd Aim, and ha 
ioalktwithadrtad/vleonteiotuntMo/what 
hehaadone. SarLmfteyM/oUovihimand 
Ii^trEHRaB — hit/ace give* no tign. At the 
door LiDKHHOZ tttmt and eayi, " Ooming, 
you fellows t " then he goes, stUl clutching 
BnTBSRJORS. En, who also has bson 
toatching them, (um« to Bixtlbt. 
En. Well, Hartley— Mr. Parning ? 
ToBT. [Seeovering himself.] Yes. Oome, Bartley. 
[Se takes a step to the door. 
Babtlsx. Wait. One minute. [Be nods to Etx.] 
All right. Eve. In a minute. 

En. [With rath*r an anxious look at him.] Yon 
won't be long ? 
Babilbt. Ko. Oh no. 

[She goes, and shuts tho door. Tobt turns to 
BiBTLlT, and forces a laugh. 
ToBT. Extraordinary, that chap, when tbe wine's in 
bim I Ha simply hasn't an idea of what he's saying. 
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Babtlbt. {Still in a dvU dated voioe.] What did he 
mean — ^wbon h o 

ToBT. {/Toiaity.] M; dear chap, he didn't meui — 
he iraa far from meauiogl Aek yonr '84 port what 
he meaot — and you'd have to put the queetion to the 
best part of two bottleel And I lay — look here— 
■mce we have a minute — you know the review last 
week of Profeasor Wilkine's book? Well — the 
pompous old idiot — threatens to serve ua — with a 
writ I 

Bakilsy. Frofesaor — ^Wilkins! 

ToBT. Yes. Got the letter to-night — ^from his 
lawyers. The review i«m a bit scathing, of course. 
Miriam wrote it. 

Baktlby. Miriam — wrote it t 

Toby, [ifodding.] :Yea. And he demands — a 
oomi^ete and grovelling apology I Of course that's 
absurd. But I fancy a few editorial words— 

Barxlby. What did — Rutherford — mean i 

ToBT. [Merrilf/.] Oh, my dear fellow — still harping 
on that I Don't be a goose! Tell me — about old 
Wilkins 

Babtlby. [StiU in tke eame dtM voice.] Rutherford 
■aid — Laurence and Miriam—^— 

ToBT. Rutherford's drunk. 

Babtuy. Laurence and Miriam. 

ToBT, [Lai/ing a hand on his arm.} Old man, don't 
be silly 1 Let's go upstairs. You'll put in that word 
or two. 
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BUTLBT. [Baiting hu head, and ItxMng at him.] I 
ynat yon to tell me. 

Toby. [Jforv and more noitth/.'] MuialiTe, isn't this 
Btupid f He Skid the first thing thst cune into fail 

head. He 

Bunnr. Tell me. 

ToBT. Bat good Ee*Tiiu I Oont yon aee yonnelf 
howftbeuid— ^ 

BiinsT. ISvddmljf fiving hivut^, laUk a aertam. 
that it Wrangled in hit lArmri .] Oh 1 

[Se ruthtt vrHdiy otito/tht r»om. Tobt hat 
tried to elute^ and reitrain him — he/oUotot, 
erying, " Bvfiej, Butlej I " 
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ACT II 

[The drawinff room at tht Ohambmrb's, It it a ttontit 
room, on thafirtt fioor, eormeefUd hy folding-doort 
on the left vtUh another room intide. 2%«m doort 
are at prestnt doted. The toindowt «re at tht 
hack : two long windowt of tht comtntional 
tondon houte, extending down to tht fioor, v»A 
probably a balcony oultide. 2%tae toindowt art 
heavily curlained, Settoetn then art long book' 
shelvee eneated inglast; on the bro»d thi^ above, 
italueitei, photographa of children, tmd variotit 
Jmicinaokt. In front it a sofa. In tht l^ 
earner it a cabinet with ehina— further a rtw^ving 
bookcatt, utithlibraryboolct,nvitutiandnutga»intt 
on the top. In tht oppotite comer a grand piant. 
The fire-plaoe it in the ctnfrt of tht rigkf watt; 
there it a tofa on one eide of it, by the piano — on 
tht other tide a long settee, with no batk — bttwetn 
the tieo, a couple of armohain. The door it vp 
ttage, to the right. 

Clotelo thefoldmg-doort that lead to tht inner room it 
a oard'tahle, on wlnehit a bridge-boas, toith marktri, 
tie. Chaire are placed at each lidt of tht tabtt. 
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S%tr» artjtoumv, of the AHMwnfiono/ vtdiir, about 
the room, vihioh u empty, tM«n th« ettrtain rtMS. 
[Aani and En omm mi, Aomv with har arm 
^fftettonately round her. 

Aomti. Poor diar Et«I It wu a rcry gntt 
ihamel 
Ets. 7 am wliamed — to liava been so BiU;r' 
Aesai. Jfy fault. I Bhouldn't han panoadad yon. 
En. I can't think what mado me. [She movee from 
Aoms, an(2 litt on the sofa at the back.] Ton know, it 
waA Terj hot down there. 
AoNKS. It'i very warm here, don't yon think T 
En. Yes. All tha windowa ara dosed. I lora 
air. 
AoHU. I think we might open on*. 

[She goet la th* iaek, puQe a curtain, and opene 
aunttdout. 
En. [Amm;.] Let me help yon. 

[She goet to Aamsa, who hat i^rtady opened th» 

u>indote. MisiAx oomea in, ioHh fAxm. 

They have evidently heen having tome tort 

o/ little argument on the ttairt. 

MntiAK. [Tt^Mng to Fakity ai the eomtt in.'\ Dear 

Mm. Oollins, you really misunderatand me I 

FAan. [A little tulkily,] I don't know. I can 
•ee it haa made a difference. That's all. 

[MiBiAH ahakea her head. Aqvwb ttepe forward. 
Aotnca. Uiriam, we're opened a window, yon don't 
mind? 
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Miuuc. Not at all. Oh, Parkea haa put out (ha 
oard-tabte, I eae. I don't fane; wa'll want to— 

Fannt. Oh, 7«, for goodaeas' uka, lat'a hara a 
game. [Sht got* to thi oard'tabU, »iU bMnd U, and 
takts out tht cards. Thty an both imw pac&t; aht 
froofdM to ttrip the paptr off otu of thom, and thmi 
dealt th* oardt out on« by one, hi Jive Utite heap; to 
thuglt tlMtm. Thmt, lookiitg vp.\ I Buppou w«'d 
battar wait for tha man ? 

[Etx haa wandered to the hack of t&a roMn, 
and M (urmn^ owr the books on the 
revolving ttatuL Aqkem and Mjkum are 
both looking m little vnoom/oriably a$ 
Faskt. 

UiEiAK. £ye and Agues dou't play. 

FAmnT. Hava a double dummy S 

MisuK, Ob no, thaj won't be long. 

Agmu. [Going impMvely to Fakhy, and eitting to 
the left ofhtr.l Dear Mn. Oollina, I'd like to tell you 
— K>ne didn't hare an opportunity dowuBtaira— ~~ 

Finr. \Breaking in pMHahiif.'\ I waa a gteat an to 
■ay anything. Wish I hadn't. 

MiuAK. On the contrary, you ware quite right. 
What is oompletely bayond ma, ia Butharford 
nfoaing. 

FunTT. {With m thmg, MttU dealing out the eardt.] 
He uya ho won't till hii mother diaa. 

UiBiiu. [Going to the UAle, eitting, facing Aavaa.} 
Why* 
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FiSHT. Aflk him. All black laoe and white liair, 
hii mother. Filigree hands. That lort. 

Aoms. Tou know hor ? 

Fanvt. Bless jou, no 1 I'm not worthy. Bishop's 
widow— came once, when I was out — ho had arranged 
that— to see the boy. But I made such a rampus 
iJtat won't occur again. 

MiRtAH. [Indignantly.] A nice way to treat jou I 

FuniT. [Indijtrtntl)/, aa tht gathtn up th» eartU and 
tht^lM tfiam.] I'm not " class " enough for his mother. 
Olasfl enough to look after him — and say he's out 
when the duns call, and do all the drudgeiy — but not 
for him to marry. He's a dreadful snob. 

AoNES. But I oan't understand — he's so proud <rf 
his boy I 

FAHinr, [With a gltam oftendemnt.] Yes — he can't 
help that — little Wilfrid .... And I thought, too, 
that because of bim .... Well, he says whea his 
mother dies. She's the sort to lire to a hundred. 
And if she did die, there'd probably bean aunt. 

MiailU. [Viy sarnMUt/.] I'm sorry. I'm wry sorry. 
I're always Uiought such a lot of Rutherford. I'd 
nerer have believed it I 

Aqnsb. Nor I. Never I 

Faitnt. [With a tnigger.'] Beoaose of the articles he 
writes t Bless you, be has his tongue in his cheek 
when he writes them I And 111 tell you more. All 
the men have I 

MiRiAH. [Sternly.] You mustn't say that. It's 
absurd. 
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Aasm. Of ooune. Oh no, oh no 

Fambt. [OanhMtty, aa «A« ipr^adi out the oordi 
agatTi, and lAtn gathtn tAum up.] Oh, wait till the 
■ shoe pinchea them I 

MisuH. Mbq annt &tl th« iama. Vary likelj soma 
are not sinoera. But not all. 

Fanny. [Aee}t»tf>mth«rhead,viithhtAfa»h/rv^emd 
Ao^ayaum.] 'What's Mm. TargUl doingf 

Etn. [SOU tvming over <A« hookt^ Jiut listaning. 
AoNXS. Why not play to ua, Ere ? 
En. {To MiBiAM.] Would you Ilka ma tot 
Untiui. Tea, dear. Do. 

\^Smgoet to the piano— open* ittWUhoiUliJiing 

the wing, and begine to ylay a Chopin 

Nbatume. She ploye wry eo/Sj/ — when th6 

other* ttarttaiking again, ae fAay do ahnoit 

tmmadiafoly, the jiayt to eoftly ai to he 

eoarcdy audible— and, in a minute or two, 

leaves the piano, emd goee hack to her booke. 

T&TRUM. [Fimiiy.'] Fll speak to Rutherford, 

Fanni. [Who hae taken out the other pooh, and 

begun the lameprooees with that.] I wouldn't if I were 

you. 

Mt rtam And Bartley shall too. 
Fanht. [Cardeetly.] He won't mind. 
MisiAU. Well aee about that. If he doeen't marry 
yon, he shan't be on the paper any more, 

Fjjtnt. [Wi(A a ehrug.'] Lot of good that would do 
me. I can only just manage now. [Die paper's the 
one thing he sticks tch 
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HiKUH. It means Bom«tfaiBg, doeen't it, tons— the 
paper ? AmA can w« allow a man to work on it 

Fanitt. [SHU playing wtik Iht cardB.] All tvtj woU 
for you two. Tou'v« monsj. 

Aqhib. It's not a question of money 1 

Fijnn. Yea, it is. And alwayi will be. 

UiBUH. [Eagerly.] How can you aaj that t What 
has mon^ to do with itf Don't you see how degrad- 
ing your position is ? 

Faitnt. [Quite unmovtd.] You see, I was fond of 
him, 

HiKUH. Well— wasn't i», of you i 

Tasks. But I wasn't quite able to — ask it— then. 

UiBiAM. What do you meant 

FAmrr. [Oardeulj/.] Oh, just that. I'd had an — 
adventure — whed I waa very young. In fact — since 
you must know — I was living with another man when 
Rutherford met me. There. That's been my life — 
those two men. I liked Rutherford much better than 
the other — I left the other. I couldn't mtk Ruther- 
ford to many me at the time — ^but I thought he 
would, later. Well, he hasn't — and he never will. 

HiKiAM. [Firmiy.] He shall. 

Faknt. Oh no, he won't. And 111 tell you more- 
He only keeps me, because of the boy. 

MiBiAK. [Fi«n«b/.] Keeps you 1 

AflNxs. [Shoohd.] Uy dear I 

Fanitt. [ChtafvUjf.] Yes. And if it weren't for 
Wilfrid he'd send me packing to-morrow. So it's not 
worth talking about really— is it f 
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MnuAit. "Row oftD jon allow it, wcept it t 

AflKis. Thisia jtutthesortofthinfws'refiglitiof t 
But when we women «I1 stand together— 

FAinrT. Only yon oerer wiU, for one thing^-and, 
for another, there'll alwaja be the wonun like me. 
[She ttifiu a yavfn.'\ Oh, t do wish we coold hare wm* 
bridge I 

MnuAK. [Losing round tht room.'\ Ere dear, 
yoa're by the bell. Would you mind ringing I 
Well let the men know we want them. They're 
bean down quite Icmg enough. 

Etb. Shall I go and teH them, Uirian ? 

MiBiAM. It woaljl be veiy sweet of you, dear. 

Etb. I will, gladly. \Sh» gow. 

HiBUn. \B»iiding eagmiy ever Puan.] tin. 
Collins, we haven't seen you very often. We shall 
hope to, is f ature. And well leave tbie to Bartl^. 
No, DO, I assure you, I'm certain that Bartte y ■ — 

Fahht. Butberford says to me, " You're free, aren't 
\yout lent that what women are shrieking fort 
' n«edom I " 

MiUAii. [Indignandy.] That's freedom for men, 
not women I It's quite too disgraoafnl I 

Aoiras. Of course. You oaa't leave him, because of 
the boy. 

Faknt, [Car«Utdy,a» the plaj/$ with the eardt again.] 
Ton see, I'm one of the betwizte and betweens, Not 
like you and Miss Bell. Just got my bit of good 
lo^s. And they're going. 

Asms. [Ferventlj.] There are no betwixts and 
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betweanal We ail hav« oar s«lf-reapeot and our 
dignity ! 

Fanbt. Tea, yea, I know. Well, some aro, and 
some aren't. 

MiBiAH. Aren't what f 
Fahnt. Fit for it. 

MiBUH. Fit for what ? What do you mean ? 
Fahnt. [With a nod in Aonks'b dirtetioTC] What 
I $hs calls the dignity, self-reepect, and aU that. I tall 
' you, there are lots lite me. 

MlKiAH. [PaaaioTiaielif.] But there «&an'f be 1 That 
shall all change 1 

Fanny. [With a shrug.] I don't know. Anyhow— 
I'm jolly Borry I let it out I 

[The door opens, and Laubbngb oom*t in, look- 
ing vtry whits, and still elntehing Rother- 
roRD, mho is almost pitsously missrdbU and 
oihwmtd, and eompUtely eobersd by the 
shock. Laubbngb stops hy the door, gives 
a look round the room, and eaUs guieUy, 
" Miriam ! " She turns to him. 
MiBiAH. Well? Where are the others? 
Laukbncs. Will you oome here a moment t 

[Mtt ham rise* and goes to him; AoNsa and 
Fanny watch thsm curiously. 
Ladeenoe. [7m a lou> voice.] This fool — ha» told. 
Miriam. [With a itart.] Whatl 
KrrHEBFORD. [Twisting his hands.] I'm so— dread- 
fully — Borry. 
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L&uuiroi. [Very nervoudj/.] Tbofll be hen in a 

mioate. Do 70a think I'd better 

MuuAii. [Quickly.] Sb, sh. What did he 

Lacbsnob. Eve came io^ Joit at the moment. . . . 
I don't know whether he ... I went out, with 
Rutherford. What shall we do T 

MiBi^ [Coldly — the hat regaintd eomphtt »Af- 
oonlrol.']- Fanny wants some bridge. 

RuTHXuroKD. [Moving to her.] Miriam — I— Ir— 

the fact is, I was 

MiBUH. [WUhovt looking ai him, reluming to the 
table.] Sit down. Let's cut for partnere, 

[LarBEHOi and RrroBBroao foUow her to 
the card-table. 
Xama [AtKeiouely.] Miriam — has anything— 
Fannt. [Roughly,'] What has Rutherford been up 
to now T 

RtiTBiaroBD, [Sfiierably.] Ob, good Ood — I 

MiBiAH. [Who hot tat to the n^ of Funrr.] 
Oat, Rutherford. And yon, Laurence. 

[ITuy loth do to, mtohanieally. She and 
Fasht turn up a card. 
TAnai.1t, Fanny, you were the lowest. It's your 
deal. 

FAinrr. Yes, I oat a two. I've got Rutherford for 
a partner I Not my lucky day, this isn't. 

[Lauaxiion hat tat oppotitt Huuh, RuTHn- 
FOBD l^wetn <A«» ; Famrx hat offered <A« 
oaird* to Liubekci, aiRd nudgee hie elbow ; 
he out* ; the proeeedi to deal, in eomplett 
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uiiooiK«ra. £vB eomtt in — they all tura 
tMr Jtsadi to her, axeept TASWt, teho got* 
ondMiing. 
MiKUif. {Quittly, to Eve] Aren't Butlejr and 
Toby coming, Sve % 

EvB. Yes. In a minnte, 

Lauunci. [iTarvoiuIy.] Eve — did Bartley 

MiBUX. [B^rovvngly.'l lAurenoe— please. Bve, 
what will you dot There's a chair behind you, 
Apiea. 

\Ytxnn finithet har deal — En vxmdert to tin 
piano. Mid ttandi toith her back to the 
etheri. Aorxb mnoins behind Fahhy's 
eAotr, Liukxhck'b foe* iwHehei, hta he 
thotoa no other ngn, 
BuTBSBtoBD. [Who M qviu Itroken-htfwted, v)hie- 

pering to UisuM.] Oh, Miriam, I 

MiSUK. Do be quiet. {She gathers up herloardt, at 
do the othen.] It m hot in here. 

Era. [ZWntn^.] Shall I open the window a little 
morel 

}S.aiix. If yon wonld, dear. Parkas always builds 
up & huge fire when we don't want it, Fanny, your 
call. 

[Ete goes to the window, and opene it a little 
more. 
Pahst. [ChticUing over afine hand.] No trumps. 
lIiKiAx. Two clube. Butherford t 
BiTTHuroKi). [Who** hande tremile to violenllj/he 
COM teareely hold hie oardt.'] Oh 
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UiKUH. [/mpa(wn%.] Wellf 

BUTHCBFOKD. I — ptMB. 

Unuu. Do h% on your gune. Lfturence I 
LkvasMtX, [Who hat tearcaly looked at hit em-dt.'] 
I oall ft duunood, 
Uimuu. Don't be bUIj — I'n gout two dabo. 

Yottll haTB to 

Fakht. Oh, never mind. Two no trumps, 
UniAH. [Loohing at htr oardt again.] Three olubt. 
[Sht putt thtm doton.] Botberford t 

Bdthebfobd. [MiierMy.] Oh 

Misux. [Impatimitly.] Wellt 

[Tht door buntt open, and Babtlkt comet 
tearing in. He it fi^h^vUy taxtted — 
eompletiijf haaide himnif. Se give* a wHd 
look round, goea to tht oard-tabU, and 
bangt hit /tt on it. Vunn gets vp, 
vory aimoyed at thd inttmiption — Aqhbs 
tortatn»—tht earda /aU from BuTBXE- 
roBo'e hamda. Ladbohji and MiRiut 
fiw no m^n. Etb ttandt Ig Iht mrtdoio, 
watching. 
MiBiAii. [Bqtroaehfitlljf, at tht tumt to him.} 
Birtlejl 
Baktlzt. Is it true t 
MmiAK. [Steadily.] Yet. 

Baxtut. [Leaning MTOtt tht table, Kit JUttdmched, 
hit foot atmoit touehing Laurihok's.] Beart I 

[LlUBZircK springa to hit feet; Tobt haa 
come in, panting, and catchet hold of 
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Bi^TtlT — MiaUH exdamt vndtr her 
Irealh, but doetn't liir. "Fasiti gwet 
another look at har carde, then, very regret- 
JvUy, jnUe them dovm, cmd vxUke away, 
toUA a thrttg. Agnsb itartt at them, wild- 
eyed. Ktk merely watehei, 
ToBT. [Clinging to htm.] Bartley — what are yon 
doing? 
AoNKS. [ITrtn^tn^ her heutde.'] Bartley, Bartley I 
ToBT. Eve'i here I Think of Eve I 

\M«chainically Baktlxy' ttune hie head, ai do 
the othere, except Miauv, who etHl doee 
not stir. Era ttepefoneat^ 
Era. [Quietly.] lAnrence — let's go. 
ToBT. Yes, ye« — you'd better. 
Bartlkt. [Madly, trying to ihake off Tobt, who 
dinge de^eraiety to him.] He shan't go — he shan't I 
Bdthxkfokd. [Eagerly, to Baaxlet.] Look her»— 

I waa dmnk, that's all — didn't mean 

Babtlbx. [Bendmg over ICibiim.] You say that it's 
truel It is? 

MnuH. [Rinng, and famng Aim.] Yes, I tall yon. 
Ym! 

Babtlkt. [AlmoH foaming at the Mouth, ae he yeUa 
<u LiuxKKox.] Yon dog t Yon hound I 

[Tobt and BuTHxaroRl) both hang on to 
Baktlxt, who trie* madly to gU at 
LiuxMNoa. Aqnbb ie in the deepett die- 
treie — Yuan looka on ironieaUy, leaning 
againtt (A« woO. Eva goee quietly to 
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Ii&UBXsOE, uAow mood hat ehang«d to one 
o/d^fiaaU anggr, 

Bvi. [Touohing Mm on lh« shouldtr.'] Oome. 

Bahtiit. [JUadiy.] Ha shan't go, I tell you ! 

En. [Lianng Liuhknok and taking a »tep U»eard$ 
Babtlxt.] Bartley. 

Babtlit. [Turning haggardly to h«r.] Teat 

Bra. [Shaking k»r htad.] Don't. . . . [Sht moM* 
to the door, and mU«.] Laurence I 

Lauberoi. [iS'uUtZy, Of he got* to A«r.] All right. 
[At he patttt Baxtlbx, ht look* at him trueultntly-] 
But I don't want Aim to think 

Babtlkt. [Trying hie hardttt to shake offTotY and 
BuTHiRVOBS.] The low aooundrel, the ruffian 

Laurbnox. [Shouting.] Don't yell at me like that I 
Don't call me such names t 

Babtlbt, I've paid his debts — I're given him 
money 

HiBiAH. [Scornfully.'] Money ! 

Laubbnos. [With a turn towardt Bartlzt.] Look 
here — I won't have that — I won't 

Cte. [Stepping hetamtn them.] Oome. 

Laubbnoz. [Stdkily.] Yet. Only 

Etb. [With authority.] Oome, I tell you I 

Laubbkoe. Miriam — shall I ? 

MiBiAM. [Feverithly.] Yaa, yes, of course I Oo, all 
of you — please ! 

[Era taktt Laubbhox fiy the arm; he got* 
very reluctantig, mattering dejiamet — while 
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BiXTLST i/tilt wMoAtma^ mt him, itiU 
atntggUng witk Tobt and Bcthibfobd. 
Bdthikpod. [RtUatmg hii hatd at Men a> t\t door 
htu elottd, wWt a movtmtat toward* Mibuh.] I'm ao 
— dreadfolly— «)rry^— 

ViSSJ. [Clutching him roughty (y tkt ihouid&r.] 
Oome along 1 No good your saying any mora 1 

Rdtbikfobo. [iftMraUy.] Miriam 

HiBIAH, Oo, gol 

BUTHERTOBD. [To Babtlxt,] 7oakiiow — Iwn 
FASinr. [Ptuhmg him 'alongJ\ How mnch oftenar 
do you want to tell them that t [Shs get* him to tha 
door.] And just my luck t The very beet hand I've 
ever held in my life I 

[She jnuhet him oat — he m ttiU muttering 
eceoueei. Shs doeei the door after them— 
and am be hoard outntJe, taying, " A hun- 
dred aces, and seven diamonds, to the 
king, queen, knave 1 " 

Tobt. [Bdeating Babtlst.] Now, f<ff Heaven'a 
Bake, Bartleyl And you, Miriam — a moment of 
e&Im : Pride, of course, and all that — oh, yes. But 
don't play with him now 1 Don't you see he's nearly 
off his head t You've been friends with Laurenoe, of 
course. Besented Bartley's tone, his queetions. But 
what on earth makes you 

MiBUH. [Firmly.] That's no use, Toby. He asked, 
ms it true. And I said, yes. It is 1 

Babtlxt. [Soaring.'] Youl 
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[Sit movMMnf it to fitn» lAol ToBT elulaAM 
him again in alarm. 

ToBT. Barti«7, Bartle; I 

B&BTLET. Yoa h«ar what she uys ! Toa htar ! 

AoKBS. Shc'i TOUT wife, Butley 1 

BUTLKT. Don't t&lk to me 1 Go aira; I 

ToBi. We can't leave you like this ! Miriam, I do 
beg of you 

MiKiAx. [Fmtrith and txaited.] I ought to hare 
told bim before I I ought to have told him myself. 

Babtlh. Told m«I That's aU she thinks of) 
That's all t 

HiBUH. And I'm glad that he knowi I I'm glad I 

Bartlit, Too are, are you f That's fine I Wdl, 
ht shall be, too, when I get him I You wait! 

Toby. Bartley, oontrtd yourself I Ton mvwt, really 1 
Tou must I 

Babtlit, [Twning on him.] Why don't you go ! 
What business is this of youra f [S« tumt to Aans.] 
And you, too, over there, with your fine speeohee I 
Why don't you leave us? Ibis is our aflkir, isa't it i 
Got 

ToBT. [CbtUAing Mm again.] Bartley, Bartley, I 
say I What are you thinking of? what are you 
doing t Your eyes are starting out of your head — 
you look like a murderer! Control younelf, for 
God's sake I 

[7» hitblindjwy, Babtlet rai*u an arm, at 
though to atrikg Toby — thm h§ tuddmljf 
eoRaput — hit hody goe» Ump — he would 
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AoM/ottm, i*U /or ToRY,v>ho eatahetMm, 
and dragt Mm to the tettU by At fire. 
AoHM. [ITtlA a ery.] He hu fuoted I 

[HiRUK, who hat never moved Jrom the eard- 

table, teem* tuddetHy to awake~-ehe goei 

aneiotuty to the olhere. 

Toby. [Bending over him.] Ko, do— just give him 

8 glus of water. . . . Don't won7 — ^he hu been like 

this before. . . . le there enj w&ter ? [Uibuk hoe 

gone to the heU — h* ttope her.] No, no, don't ring— 

we don't w&nt the servuits 

[Aeons ^A«f a emaU bottle of ealte out of her 

bag and givee U to Tobt. 

ToBT. Tee, jes — here, smell this. . . . That's right 

— he's better. . , . [ffe turne to Aon».] I say, won't 

jougo? Don't yoo think t JuotleaTeme — perhaps 

loan— — 

Aghis. [Shaiing her hood.] Wait. 

[Bastlit Aoidg comet to, breathing very 

heavil}/. UiSLuc ^andt at the book efihe 

room, watehing him. AaRES m on one tide 

o/'Baktlzt, Tobt on the other. 

Baktlst. [Completeljf broken, in a low wail.] Oh, 

my OodI Oh, my God I 

Aons. [GenOy.] Bartley 

Babtlkt. Agnes, A^es I Oh, Agnss^ think of !t1 
Aams. Bartley, listen. This is a great blow to 
yon. It is— to me. Bnt meet it like a man, Bartley 
— like the man that yoa ai*. 
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Baxtlkt. [faintly.] It ww the . . . Baddennen. 
It wu the . , . shock, 

Aams. I am fonder of 70a two tbao of anyone in 
the world. [<SX« takM Ai» hand — Adda it m htn/or a 
mom&nt, then goat to Hdoam.] Miriftm, think only 
now of what he is Buffering. [Sh« kisaeM her.] Oome, 
Toby. 

Toby. Tes, yea. . . . {He u deeply moved, and twnt 
tlowly from Biatlr to Mnum.] Bartloy — the 
outside world's going on— 'busses and trami are 
running. 
AoNxe. [Jtthedoor^ Oome. 
ToBT. Tee, yes. . . . But I mean . . . there are 
miHions and millions of people . . . 

\Be looke at them again, then goes abrvptty, 
/i^owed by Aonbb, who dotu the door. 
There it a momen£i tHenoe. Mibuh 
ttandt when the did, tearedy moving : 
Babixxt, ttiU hreathing heavily, ie ttaring 
hUo the fire. 
Bastlbt. [In a low voiee, without fuming hie head.] 
Well? 

UlRUx. [Cfentiy.] I am sorry to have given yoo 
tiiia pain. 

[BisTLn warms hit hands mechanieally at 
the fire. MntlAx drops tiUe a oAou- hy 
the eard-taile. 
Babtlit. [SHU not looking at her, and in the tame 
duS, doMd voiee.] I thought you loved me. 
MixiAir. I do. 
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Babtlst. [LooJcing at her in mrprut for a mommt, 
(A«m tumtnjF to the fire again.] That's odd — that's 
very odd. I don't quite understand. You love me 
— and you are hia — mUtresB i 

MiKUH. [With on impaii«nt geeture.] That's a 
loathiom* word— please don't uae it. I am nobody's 
miitreis — I am my own mistrees. 

[BiSTLKY give* o. faint ehrug — ihere is again 
a moment't ntenoe. 

Bartlkz. The two childrea upatain — are they 
mine? 

MnuAM. Yoa'ro not quite yourself yet. 

Babtlei. Than I suppose they are. I ahould be 
sorry if they weren't. But would you tell me — if 
they weren't t 

MiaiAU. [RuiUulj/.] That's not the way to talk to 
me. If you're going to talk like that, it won't help 
us. I oould have denied it all, couldn't I ? Ruther- 
ford would have gone on his knees, withdrawn 
everything. And of course you'd have believed me. 
Wouldn't you t 

Baktlxt. Tee. 

MiRiAH. I wouldn't do it. I hate lies — I don't 
lie. I loaihtd your not knowing. I teanted you to 
know. 

Babtliy, [Turning to her again.] Then why didn't 
you tell me t 

UuuAM. [Sloi^.] I suppose it was something of 
Uie — old-fashioned woman in me — that kept me from 
telling you. I meant to, again and again. Then I 
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said, to-morrow. I'm ashamed enoagh I But naw 
jou shall know all — all — and yoa may btt perfectly 
certain that what I'm saying is absolutely true. Till 
a few months ago you had been tfae only man in my 
life — I had never even thought of another man. Do 
you beliere th&t t 

Babtlkt. Yes. 

Mi&iAH. Then — Laurence — — [Shtttopa. 

Bahtlit. Tou love him ? 

MiEUK. [Shaking her head.] Ko. 

Baktlet. [Still in the tame dull, gviet ton*.] Oome, 
come, that's absurd, isn't it ! Would you have— done 
this — if you hadn't loved him ? You're not that sort 
of woman. Oh no. 

MiaUH. [Rising, moving awiftlj/ to the tetUe, and 
tUting betide Am.] Wait — wait— and listen. You're 
quite calm now — you're splendid — and that makes it 
easier for me to tell you. And all — all— hiding 
nothing 1 I want you to understand that you are the 
one man I lore. 

BuiTLET. [TWntn; to her in ammement^ 1 1 

MnLUM. [Nodding.] BeaUy love^-yes. And he — 
hasn't interfered. 

Babtlet. [KniMing hit (row.] What ? 

MiuAH. That's difficult for you to believe— bat 
you will! As / would have it there'd been some 
other woman.— if, for instance, you and Eve 

Baetlit. [Amttted.] Eve I Good heaven 1 Tou 
never imagined 

MiRUH. She's dumb with the rest of as— you're 
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the one person ihe taHai to, or cares for. But I 
knew, of course. I jast mention her because, if it 
luxd been, I'd still be quite sure that Eve, twen^ 
Eves, couldn't take you, the real jou, from me. 

Bartlxt. And that's how 700 want me to think 
about yon and Laurence t 

MiKUK. If jou can, I don't know whethar you 
can. It's the test. 

Bahtlxt. Tou haven't done this — to test me i 

MiBUM. I did it because I had to do it. 

Babtlki. Why — if you didn't love him t 

MiBiAX. I didn't know, then, that I didn't love 
him. But the truth is that he doesn't matter — that 
he's outside— call it a freak, a caprice, what you 
choose ! No — wait, wait, let me go on. I want 
you to see — right down into me. I want to speak 
to you — as I would to Qod — were He judging me I 
Ever since we've been married — or at least for the 
last few years — it has weighed on me — ^yes, yes, it 
has — been like a load and a burden — that I wasn't 
free — betongtd to yon, that was the word, bwauM I 
had married you. And I'm not a morbid woman— 
I mean, I'm healthy and normal — it wasn't tAat side. 
But again and again Fve said to myself — or some- 
thing rebellions inside me has said — it's sot because 
you love Bartley — as you do, as you do — that he must 
be the only man in your life — but because you're his 
wife, and you've got ta You see t 

Babtlkt. [Shaking Mm head.] No, 

MntiiM. [WWi intenee eagemees, the toordt pouring 
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out.'] But jon must, you mwt I I didn't uk that 
■ort of fidelity from 70a — didn't value it — knew there 
wu something bigger and greater than these con- 
ventional trifles I And that's why I said if yoa and 
Kt o [Be meiket a ga^wn qf jroMri.] Tes, yes, I 

know — it's merely to show you how I felt 1 And he 
did, too — Laurence. Tmt'n all for I«w, just law — 
because it it law. Well, we're not, be and I. There's 
I Bometbing in us that hates law— revolts from it— the 
law that we b&ven't made ! As a child I was like , 
that — always a rebel — I don't know why. But it's 
in my blood — it's stronger than I ami And it 
became an obaesnon almost— clouded my feeling for 
you — the chains, captivity- iron I And your being 
so sore of me even was galling — ^you were so 
abominably sure I And then, one day, Buddenly, 
I thought of Laurence. Was it love— or just an 
escape t I didn't know. But it grew — seemed to 
hide yon, eclipse you. And for weeks and months I 
walked about, fighlang it, trying to crush it — ^because 
I hadn't lived with you all these years without 
knowing how you would suffer if I wasn't faithful. 
The hateful word — but I knew it was yow word — 
and almost bated you for it I That was where I had 
got to 1 And he, in all these long talks of ours, he 
never made love to me, never — but I saw — I saw 
quite plainly, that he, too. . . . 'And I knew he 
would never, because of his friendship for you, 
because to him too, I was your property. . . . And 
I saw yoif my prison, my jailer, and I behind bars. 
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. . And tb«n, one day, suddenly, blinded, 
like a bird trying to get ont of ita cage^ 
wild vith fedings I couldn't read, couldn't 
analyse, but that just overcame me — I gave 
myself to him — jea, I did ! Triumphantly, gladly, - 
courting all risks 1 Proudly, as though I were d<nug 
8(»nething grand and magnificent t Sot then 

BlBTl.IT. [Almost to himtelf, as he torithes in agom/.] 
UyOodl Oh, ray God! 

Miriam. [Staring straight ahead o/her, wuxmiciotu 
o/his axdamation.] Then, I was sorry. 

Babtlst. [ifiwlertn^ hiTiuel/, toUh a great effort.] 
"Why? 

HuLUif. [Slowly,] 1 don't know — I was sorry. . . . 
I felt as though I'd come oat of a dream — as though 
something dreadful had happened — or I was awaking, 
after some annethetic. The triumph, the grandeur, 
had gone — it all seemed squalid now — he did. I 
resented the way be looked at me— his little con- 
quering air. . . . And I asked myself why — ^had / 
changed, had he — and it burst upon mo, in a flash^ 
it was because I didn't lore him, but loved you [ As 
though a doad lifted Z saw — that I only loved you I 

Babtlsz. [With inteate, atmoat pain/id, fierwNM- 
nett.] Ton — told him ? 

MiUAK. No, no, I couldn't — it was too— sacred I 
But all that was I, myself, rushed back to you 1 I 
mean, he was forgottea— and I saw only you I Saw, 
ob, so dearly, what we really were to each other — 
more than husband and wife— much morel And 
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70D wen no longer the jailer — but the mui, the one 
man in the world, whom I loved, or oonld love, ^ee 
again — jm, I was tree— and, being free, wanted — 
yon I 

Baxtlht. [Speaking urttA terrihh difimity.] But 
still — ^you and be — I mean 

MlBiAH. [Turning to him.] What ? 

BiJtTLXT. You met — again t 

MiKUH. [Car^ettiy.] Yes, yee — once or twice. 
Something foolish — a kind of prudishneas almoet— 
kept me from telling him — that he'd just been a pebble 
I'd picked up in the road — a key I had found— that 
unlocked myadf — and yon ! But now it will be very 
aimple — and he fades away — goes back to his place, 
his poor place. . . . Oh, Fm so glad you've listened 
to me like this! This is what I had hoped, had 
expected I I saw us two talking, aa we're doing, soul 
to soul 1 

Bastlkt. I made a dreadful scene . . . didn't 1 1 

UiBXAii. That wasn't your fault— it was mine. 1 
ought to have gone to you, very simply, and told yon. 
You'd have understood then, as yon do now I 

Bartlkt. [Still faintly, and (Amott enuked v/nder 
tkt hl<no.'\ Yes — in a way. I do understand — in a way. 

MiBiAH. Of course I I've been through the fin, 
Sartley — taken my love for you through Quo fire — 
and looked at it there. Now the future is clear — 
with no doubts, no unhappinees— the future I've 
chosen— with you I . . . Well — that's alL Yon've 
heard everything now. You've heard the truth. 
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Bastlxt. [Slotaiy.] I beUeve yoa Aow told me ths 
trtltil, Mii- tiHw . 

UiBiAH. [£afijn^.] I knew that j<m would — ^I 
knew that 70U would I 

Babtlit. [Twiatmg and vnimttitig hit ^finfferi.] 
IVe K glimmsriiig of wfatt 70a mMn — jm, I 
hM,T9. . . , I'm not pretending th«t it ian't a 
. . . ihock. Tou see, tfs rather difficult . . . toe 
a man. . . . But I Miere you — I do. And I — 
fbrgire, Miriam. 

MntT*" . [Setileetly.'l Oh, Bartl^, Bartley, you 
haven't nnderatood, if you lay that ! 

ButTLXT. Perbape that wasn't— quite the right 
word. Don't let's bother about words. Of course 
you don't realize — what this means — to me. But 
never mind that. I do understand — in a way, 
Miriam. That what you're done — It wasn't quite 
you — my you — who did it. 

Miriam. [Ifodding.'] No. Another person alto> 
gether. A prisoner escaping I 

Babtliy. [Stm lvnMtinganduntwitlmghiaJinff»-».^ 
Yes, yes, I'm sure you have told me the truth, . . . 
It was . . . something outside. The something — 
wild — there always has been in you. 

MiBiAH. Tea. 

Babtlst. I was oonacioue of it — ^^es, I was — I 
hnow I was, now. Though of course I never imagined 
—[ht puU4 htmtelf vp with a ^snt] but that's gone 
now — it's gone 1 And you're come back to me I Tha^t 
what I must remembw — ^jtut that. 
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HiBUH. [Bagtriy.] Oh, Butley, I can't tdl yoa 
bow hftpp7 70a make me I 

BiKTiAT. I musto't look on yon as though 70a wan 
an ordinary woman. . . . The difficult; now, of 
conne, is aboat Aim. I don't waot to turn him away 
from the paper. 

MiBUM. Ko, no. 

Baktlit. ffU paper* after all. I don't waot to be 
Tindiative— to pnniih. And I'll leave my money in 
it, too. We'll go out of it, yon and L 

UnUAH. [Looking at him unth curppue.] Why 
should wet 

Bartlit, [Turning and itaring at A«r.] Why t 

MiKux. Tes. You're doing such splendid work 
there. 

Baxtlbt. [After a moment'* ImoHdered pHue.] But 
— my dear — I must either send him away— .or gire np 
the editorship — ^mustn't I % You see, he oomes erery 
day — dose a lot of work there. I cuk't meet him 
again. 

HxBiUi. Oh, Bartley— isn't that foolish V 

Baktlit. [ShaJdng hit headi\ No, no, only haman. 
Tm only — an ordinary man, yon know. And besides 
— ^isn't it obvious that we mtat cut ourBelTee adrift 
from the paper—if only to prevent your meeting himt 

MiBiAM. [Op«»-syscf.] To prevent my 

Bastlzt. Of coniM, of course. 

UiUAH. But— havent I told yon 

BABTLxr. [l>rtrwMily, looking hard at h»r.] Yes, 
yes. But, naturally, you must never see him again. 
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[A Mhadow eomet over her foot, something of ditappoint- 
tnetU.] Yon mean that^urely you meant it I 

UiBiAH. [WUAatHghtAakeofththead.] No. 

BiBTLXT. Yon didn't t 

UiBUK. [With a U^ «Aru;.] Oome, come, can it 
matter — in the verj least bit — whether I see him 
ag^u or not T You know that 1 

Babtlxt, [Firmlif.] Miriam, yon mutt not see him 

MiBiAK. IWahafiovm.] Must, Bartley ? 

ButTLXi. [With an ^ort—a mighty effort.'] Yea, 
yes, my dear — really. I accept evwything. I'll 
never blame yon — never reproach yon — not even in 
my mind. But, obviously, it must be ende<]. 

MiBUJi. Itie, 

Baatliz. I mn*t be sure that it is. 

MiBUii. But haven't I told yon 

BAxnJir. Uy life wouldn't be bearable — I couldn't 
live. 

MiniAK. [Reproachfuily.'] Bartleyl 

Baktliz. The mere thought that you might be 
with him again— 

MiEiAH. Be with him % Oh, myjdear — need you 
be afraid I Bartl^, you've been so splendid 1 Don't 
spoil it 1 

BiKiLiT. [Loohing eteadily at her.] After all, you 
know — after all— you've only given me words — words 
that mean nothing-— unless you prove them. 

MiKUH, [Proudly.] My having spoken tiiem — 
proree them I 
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Babtlbt. When you're not there — before me — 
c&n't you imttgine my dreadful doubts? No, no, 
don't be angiy. I'm not asking much. I've never 
enquired, hitherto, where you want, or whom you 
went with, I won't in the future. Ja>t make this 
little conoeeaion. Juat promise. 

Mimur. [Sageiiy.] But think what it ia you're 
asking I Aa though you didn't belieye me I As 
though I weren't giving him up of my own tvM will I 

ButTLXT. [Trm^Ung with supprtttad txeitanent.^ 
Miriam, Miriam, you're making it hard for me — 
harder than I think you should. Tou don't know 
how nearly I went under. I'm standing on tiptoe 
now, trying to look — above things. Above — facts. 
Miriam. Because — it's rather dreadful to— speak of— 
but — you know — you told m»— it's not broken off — 
yet. 

MiBiAH, I believed that I loved him — and found 
that I didn't— but only loved yon I Isn't that 
enough! Sorely, sorely, you oan be satisfied — with 
that I 

Babtlev. [WiAanmtmf,fierc»neesandpas*ianh« 
can only partially control.] When was the — last time 
— ^you met ? 

MiBiAH. [WUA a toomfid sArucr.] I've forgotten. 
And what doet it matter t 

Babtlit, [WUh a vindietiva glajKC at her.] Well, 
you see — it does— to me. Tou were prevented, you 
said, by some sort of — prudishness. . , . That word 
stuck in my throat. So 111 tell him myself. 
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MiKUH. [Angrily.] Yoa ! 

Babtlit. [yoddmjf.] Yes, I. ... Ob, perfectly 
qtiifltly — don't be afnud — ^jast u we'ra telking now. 
Merely that you're — promised— nerer to see him 
egein. 

UiKUK. [Sxeit&Uj/, €u Me ritu] Bartley ! 

BiBTUtT. [Rising too.] I mnet insist on that. 
Keally I must. 

MiBUH. There's not the least reason. I'll tell him 
myeelf. 

Babtlbt, No. I will. 

HimuM. [Feverithl;/.] It's a matter for me— only 
me. Ill tell him— when I want to. And 111 see 
him — ^whenever I want to 1 

Babtlkt. [Doggedly, shaking his hetui.} Ko. Tou 
must promise. 

MiPTtii. Think what a position you'd be puttin|; 
me in t As though Fd done eomething wrong [ 

Babtlkt. And haven't yon t 

MiKiAK. Ko I I was free to do what I liked— I 
am still — I must feel that I'm free I And I cant 
\oA at it like that 1 Don't put it like that 1 

Babtlit. [Sitmtsdlt/, htf/imning to lose control.] 
Never mind the way I put it I The words that I 
use I Just do it — for me t 

HiBUM. Yoa'Te no right to ask it ! 

Baktur. Ood in Heaven, I haven't the right I 

MauM. I couldn't respect myself for an in> 
stant— — 

Bartlkt. Never mind yourself — think of me 1 
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MntLUf. I think of 7011 when I think of myielf— 
I think of OUT future I 

Babtlkt. [Grinding M» tMth.] Yoa know, there 
are limits. Don't try me too far. 

Mieulh. [Withaory.} I see what it ia I Yondon't 
believe mel 

Babtlxz. No, no, I don't. 

MiBiAK. When I've told you that, in the world, 
only you— — 

Babtlbt. AllIifobelieTeis— thatthaluttimvyou 
met — and who knows, perhaps th« next tim e 

UjBiAH, [PasiionaUiy.] Very well then — very well 1 
These are nutters for me I I belong to myself I I 
am free I 

BABTtBT. Precisely. Bo I un sorty if it hurts 
your reepect — your quaint self-reepect — but youll 
do what you're tcAi, you hear t You'll obey I 

MlBiAH. [Defanfly.] I will not 1 

Babtlkz. [Moving thrtatenin^j/ towardi A«r.] But 
I tell you yon will I 

MiRTAM . All that's truest and best in ms 

Babtlxt. [JavriTiff loudly.] Truest and best t Oh, 
listen to her! She has been this man's mistress, 
and talks of what's best t Tells me she loves me — so 
thinks m consent, and won't mind i So that't what 
you've thought of me ? Well, you've been wron^— 
I'm not that sort at all. And youll never see this 
creature ag^n — do you hear ? 

HiBiAH. [Retreating t» almtn.] Bartley, Bartley, 
don't get BO wild - 
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Bartlit. [Olutehing her round the throat.1 And as 
for your Freedom — to Hell with your freedom — it 
that's where it leads you I You're my wife— «iid I'll 
have no other man near I And you'll swear to me — 

you who never tell lies — you'll swear 

MiKUlf. [CltUching hia handt.] Bartley — ^you're 
fanrting me — — 

Babtlkx. [7n madfitry.] Damn you I Swear 1 
MiBUti. {Gaepinff.) Bartley I 

Bastlkt. [Sitjingtrt tightening rottnd her throat.'\ 
Tou won't — eh — you won't ? I'm to wallow, am I % 
Lie in the mud, for him to walk over i Yes, yes, I 
see—that's very pretty. Well, wait a bit, wait — 
well see about that. . . . 

[His gratp rovmd her neck tightens — he ia 
absolutely blind with fary — aht givee a 
wOdteream. ffaundaapt hiijmg&rt, and 
lets her go— she sinks on to her knett. He 
stares wildly at her for an instant — then 
rushes out of the room. She rises ilouAy — 
the haU-door ia heard to bang. She rune 
to the vAndou), jrute her head out, and eaRt 
" Babtlr, BiBTLn I " — then the eheekt 
htretlf, cmd oomes back into the room, 
haggard and dishevelled. 

TBM OURTAIS FALLS SLOWLY 
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Bartlbt CHAUBXRS'a privaU room at the office* of 
" MftDhood." The loaltt are dtitmnpered and heat ; 
everything about the place ie of the eimplast, and 
there are praetieallj/ only the barett rueeititiei. In 
the centre of the back v>aU,faa,ng the epectator, ita 
fflaes door, toith an intoripHon owtnde, " MaH' 
"aooD. Mb. Bakh-it ' Ohambzbs, Pbitatb." 
Fhie door only opent from *iiithin, and leads to 
a paeaage. The teaU dopee to the right ; in the 
midi^ of it ie another door, open at present, uthieh 
leads to ths office, part of which, containing a 
tt^le or two, chaire and eo forth, is visible. In 
Babtlst's room, at the back, in the angle formed 
by the walle, is an old-fashioned washstand, 
with jug and basin inside, which, uA«n doted, 
looks like a - toriting-desk. It it dosed now. 
Against &e wall there are cupboards, a couple of 
shdvet with books of reference, a teriet ofJUes. 
To the left there is a tal^, Babtlbt'b (aU«, covered 
with papers and manuscripts under weights; also 
two or three letter-baekett, ail very neat and tidy. 
Behind this table, a revolving chair, an arm-e?iair 
immedialely to the right of that, and, beyond, set a 
litHe a^ant, a horsehair sofa. Against the right 
wall, and parallel with it, another table with 
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Aairt. A lihtAby earptt eovtrt Hu Jloor ; tkereU 
a rag tmdtr Baktlit'b dutir. On th* left wall 
art thnt roAer narrow windows, dingy, and not 
very dean, and a tkylight in the eloping ro<if, 
Witn tAteurtain rim, Tobt u aitttng at tAe table to tht 
right, going over a hrief and mcAxng note* on (At 
fMvgin with hit fountain pon. Balsrrton, an 
Marly alerk, it hutily writing at a tablo in the 
outer ofioe. A door it heard to open and dote. 
BALDSB.TOV jun^ vp, and it heard <!f, taiUng to 

KDTHIftrOBD. 

BiiTBBiiFOBO. [Off.] Mr. Ohunbors not yet come t 
BAiJ>xBn>H. [Off.] No, sir. Not yet. 3frt. 
Ohftmben has rung up two or three times, sir. 

EOTHBRTOED. [Off.] Ah. 

Baudkhtoh. [Off, anxioualy.] AnythiDg vrong, 
eirt 

Tobt. [Shouting, he had looked up the momont he 
had heard 'RvTOERWOBJt'a voice.] ButherfordI 

BuTHEiLroKD. Hullo I [Be comet in.] 

Toby. Shut th« door. I say, no need to tell 
Balderton. 

BuraxBrosD. [Whb hoe doted the door, and gone 
eagerly to Tobt]. I wasn't. Any newa of Bartley ? 

Toby. He rang me up half an hour ago, askuig me 
to oome here. 

Bdthkbfobd. Bang you up — from where ? 

Tobt. I don't know. I've told Miriam, of course. 

BoTHERroKD. 8he thought he might hare been 
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with ma. [Sa drop* into a ehair.'J I oonU out m; 
tongue out! 

ToBT. That infemftl drink of yoiaa. Bat I 
suppoaa it waa bound to get known, looner or later. 
RuTHXRTORD. [Anxumd]/.'] Toby — what will he dot 
ToBT, I don't know. Don't let'a talk about it. [ffs 
turn* to hU hrie/.] Toull exouBe me, won't you t 

[Thert it a mommt'M nbnM ; A« rtaiU tAraugh 
hit brief again. 
Bdthibfobd. [Fidgeting.] I lay, Toby — what 
totZf hedo? 

ToBT, [FrrtfuUt/, mthout bxMng up.] How the 
blaiee should / know ? 

[Seavi/ foohltpt art heard in As eorridor oul- 
tidt; a key it interted in the look of the 
glast dovr, and Bastlit comet tn. ffe it 
tiHl in hit eetning eiolhet, but hit overeoat 
it huttonei to /lis chin, andhe vMart an old 
toft hcU. Me it wnthaved, and lookt 
haggard and worm. Tobt oTid Bothsb- 
roBD boAjwnp up. 
Baktlst. [With a Jrovm at teeing RuTHiBronD.] 

Oh 

BnxBBUoxD. [Eageritf, at he goei to kim.] I say, 

Bartloy 

Babtlet. [ Waving him ateay.] Don't. I want to 
■peak to Toby. 

Buthkbtobd. Do let me tell you 

BabtIiIT. Look here— you mturj Fanny. 
BtrraiBrOBD. [Staring at him.] Marry Fanny | 
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Bakflct, [yodding.'] Yes. 

BuTHBKFOBD. [EnergetioaUf/.'\ I'm damned if I do t 

Bastlkt. [WWiagrim^Mciih.] He's damned if be 

does. All right — then just ask Balderton to ring up 

my boiue, and tell Parkes to bring me up some 

clothes, will yoxx ! 

BnTRXBroan. Yes. But, Bartlej, wbfre have 
you— — 

Babtlkx. [Irritablj/.] Ob, run along, do, like ft 
good chap. And tell Balderton, too, that I'm oat to 
every one. 

[Bdthkbfo&d goei [into th4 auimr ogies, and 
thiita the door. Babtlx; takes off hU hat 
and overcoat, and throvia them on to a 
chair ; then takes off hit coat, hie collar and 
He, open* the toashatand, povrs toaler into 
the basin, and plunges his head in. He 
keeps it there /or ttoo or three seconds — 
then comet ovi,givei fwrnstUfa thake, opens 
a draaer, takes out a towel, attd proceeds to 
dry himself. 
Babtlst. Br-r-r-r — that's good. 
ToBT. [Who hoe been tlanding quiHl!/, looking at 
hwn.] Where hoM yon been ? 

Babtlbz. [Carelessly.'] Ob, walking about — just 
walking about. [He gets out a brush, and brushes hit 
hair, standing in front of the little mirror in the cover 
ofthetoashstand.] Fou've beard? 

Toby. Agnes and I -were with her ever since three. 
She was in a dreadful state — ^wild with anxiety. 
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Baktlet. [Indifferently.] Ah. 

{He tlarla VJoaMng hU hands. 
Toby. I rang her up, as eoou as I he&rd from 

Barixey. That's all right. 

Toby. What Aave you been doing? 

Baxtlky. [Drying hit hande^ I told you — walking 
about — just Talking about. Fell asleep in a field 
somewhere — got turned ofT, and fell asleep somewhere 
else. Didn't wake till eleven. Had quite a long 
sleep. [He luu gont to hit overeoal, and produces a 
pared, tohiek he ttntiee — it ecntains a ooUar and tie; he 
proceeds to put them on, standing in front of the 
mirror^ A pretty proceeding for a respectable man, 
eh¥ 

TOBT. But what poBBessed you to bolt out of the 
houae like that % 

Babtlbt. [Turning, and looking at him.] Didn't 
she tell you ? 

ToBY. No. 

Babtlby. [SIowIt/.] No man ever came nearer 
killing a woman than I did Ia«t night, Toby. 

Toby. [Aghast.] What! 

Babtley. I had my fingers roimd her throat — and 
mv one desire waa to kill. [Ss twms to the mirror 
again, and adjuets hit tie.] Just as well I cleared out, 
don't yon think ? [He goes to a cupboard, takes out hit 
office^acket, putt it on, and butUmt it.] So. I look a 
little more — conventional — now— or shall, at least, 
when I'm shaved. [He paaiee his hand over hit ehin. 
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M hi hoiu into (As mirror.] The tie'i not up to 
much. A. bit gaudy. The cabman bought that. 

ToBT. [With an trnptUnw movim$n$ tvwarda him.] 
Btrtl«y 

BUTunr. [With a nm-vous yutart.] Wait — wait — 
do&t you do tfas talking — let me. [Segoatohittaiile, 
and ntamhiB tAair at the booh o/U.] Oood of you to 
oome, Toby. 

ToBT, [4ffecii<matdy, aa A« drops into Iht chair by 
Aw aida.] My dear fellow 

Bastlkx. [Stopping him o^otn.] Now toll me — 
how does one set about the divorce fauaineMf 

ToBT. [Saieing Am ayebrowa.] Divorce i 

Baxxlez. {With a thnig.] What else? OnoAlwayi 
roads in the papers that the wife left the house. 
Well — BUppofllng she doesn't — or won't t She prob- 
ably won't. I can't turn her out— eh t 

TOBT. But — but — before we go into flia t -' 

Babtliz. [Impatimtly.] But we mutt go into that. 
It's predsely for that I've sent for you. I want to 
start proceedings at once — well — ^there wthe difficulty. 
Where's she to go to f 

Toby. [EameiU^.] I think divoroe is qnlte out of 
the question, Bartley. 

BaBXiiT. lEwtleaaly.] I can't help what you think 
—I don't care what you think 1 Forgive Bie, old 
diap — I don't mean that unkindly. But you're just 
my lawyer now, you know, and mustn't-—— 

ToBT. I think you might let me 

Babtley, Ho, no, I won't. Quite uselsea, really. 



:,.;,l,ZDdbyC00g[e 



FREEDOM 71 

To»i. [OrotnJig hit Ugi.] You told me once before 
I wu only jovr lawyer — uid wouldn't listren. It 
didn't tnm out well. 

Babtlxy. Wiu.t do you mean? 

Toby. Wben you shipped your brother off to 
AoBtralift. 

Babtlxt. [Ity^Mfientli/.] Hy brother t He htid 
robbed and stolen I What has that to do with us now? 

ToBT. He was only a boy. Ton high -principled 
men haven't much pity. 

Babtlet. [JngrUy.] That's abominably nnjnat — 
abominably. 

Toby. I don't know. You were in one of your 
blind furiee then — neither your mother nor I could 
stop you. And the boy became a mere waster, 

Babtlky. [GttHtig up narvotul}/, and pacing &4 
tvom.] If he'd stopped here, }/ou don't know — no one 
doee. And I dare say I was wrong — I've r^etted 
it often enough — good Heaven, haven't I ! But what's 
the sense of bringing that in? This is a different 
matter altogether. My wife— do you understand 
that — my wife I 

Toby. [Looking tympathslicaUj/ at Mm.] Tes. It's 
dreadful^-oh, dreadful. But I do wish you'd let me say 
one word to you. [BAKiLKXmakttanangri/movemant.l 
Ko, no — sit down — ^jost a moment. It commits you 
to nothing. 

[Babtlxy mutUrt ivlkily, goet to hit iabU, and 
ntt; hi thift* tMngt TuAtt^ from om 
place to another. 
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Toby. I won't waste time telling you how sorry I 
un. But I'm a lawyer, and aee a good dwl. And 
look here— it's rather a horrid thing to say, perhaps — 
but do you think very many women — do you think 
there are many women — who're what we call "faith- 
fill " to their huBbanda S 

Baktlit. [Furicmdy, m he bangs hi» Jut on tht 
tahU.] WhatIM 

ToBT. [Almo»tajxiogaioeMy!\ It sounds beastly, of 
coarse. But I mean it. A good number keep on 
the track. There are some who've never been tempted. 
But then — let's be honest — those are the dull ones. 
And the others, who do run straight — they've been 
afraid to, that's all. They've wanted to, often enough. 
They've just been afraid. 

Babtlxy. \Wiih indignant »eom^ That's your man- 
of-the-world talk. Don't give it to me — it's no use to 
me. And I don't believe it, and never will. 

ToBT. And yet there's some sense in it. I'm not 
defending them, mind you. 

Babtlxy. In any event it doerai't apply. Last 
night I swallowed everything — I did — and y<M don't 
know the things she said to me last night t I sat 
thn^e, and swallowed them. All I asked was that she 
should give this man up. 8be refused. 

ToBT. Come, oome, let^s be accurate. You told her 
she must never see him again. 

Babtuy. And wouldn't you, eh — wouldn't you! 
Just tell me what you would have done I 

Toby. I'm not married. I'vebeenafraid to, perhaps. 
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But — Bartley, there's this. YoaVe had your fling — 
other men's wives 

Baktley. Not since I've been married — no man 
could have run etraighter! Well — that's enought 
isn't it ? You've had your aay — and pretty poor stuff 
it was. Now the only question is — will you act for 
me in the divorce t 

Toby. [Shortly.] No. 

Bartxst. [With a shrug.] Very well, then — I'll get 
some one else. Whom do you recommend? 

loBT. There'enolackoflawyera. ButI don'twant 
you to think I've been telling her she was right. Fact 
is, this freedom bueinesa went to her head. We edu- 
cate women, and expect them to sew tapestry. They 
won't. 

BiRTLEY. [Grimly.] Isn't there just the least bit 
of difference between sewing tapestry — and taking a 
lorort 

ToBT. O/eowM there's a difference! AndI'vetold 
you I'm not defending her. But you've praised Agnes 
up to the skies — Agnee, with her fatherless baby I 
Would the patsons be less severe on her than on 
Miriam? 

BABTtBT. Agnes was free to do what she liked — 
she wasn't married. [He riiei.] Very well — X see 
you're no use to me, Toby. 

[He moves away. 

Toby, [Deijterately, ae he jvmpa up and goee after 
him.] She has been a most a^lmirable wife I No 
mother could have been more devoted I 
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BiETLiT. [Sittmrh/,] The " admirable wife " U good. 
I iee the hamaur of it. 

ToBT. [Bag«rly and volubly.] It's um who've been 
filling them up with their rights, and all that, in the 
paper. Here, in this very room I And what are 
their righto, and what aren't thejt 7 don't know — 
no o&« does. At an; rate, they've never had them 
sinoe the world began. It's we men who laid down 
what honour stood for — and because the; were silent, 
we thought they consented. But did they, overt 
Host women lie when their hosbands find out — ^they 
all lie— we force them to lie. You want to divorce 
Mirian^beoause 8he~-didn't I 

BiATUT. No — she certainly did not. She told me, 
in so many words, that it didn't matter I [ff« gives 
himtalfa liWa thdke, and goes on, more oahnly and a 
lUtlt wtarUj/.] Toby, the things you've been saying 
don't help. And th^ axe none of them true — not 
one. It's not this that the paper's been working for 
— we never said men should be sheep I But I don't 
want to argue — and won't. Ko, no, don't say any 
more I 111 tell you about the other things you must 
do for me, since you wont help me in the divoroe. 

[The door to the right hat ojwied, and Miauu 
has come in, iehiU he wai apeaJnng hi* laet 
eenlenet. She ttopt, and looke of Aim. Sh« 
abo i» haggard and v!0m,hui her matuter it 
peifeetly calm, and betraye not the leatt 
tign of emotion. 
BiBTun. \With a Jrown, at he teee Aw.] Oh— — 
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ToBT. [Ooing tagerly to Aw.] Miriam 

MlBlAJl. [Qmeily, vnlh her ej/et on Baktlet.] 
DJTorce ? 
ToBT. Ym, that's what he wants. 
MiBUV. [To Babtlet.] Where have jon been, all 
Dightl 

Babtlkt. [Fidgetmff.l Oh, that doesn't matter. LocA 
here, I'd rather you didn't stop, if 70a don't mind. 

MtsuH. [Stm in lA» tam» gui»t tone,] I want to 
speak to 70U, Bartley. 

ToBT. [Turning to the glau ioor!\ Of course. And 
ni leave ;on. 

Baxti^ky. [Stopping Aim.] ^o, no, I won't have 
that. If I must, I must — though I don't know why — 
but, anyhow, there's not the least reason why yon 
shouldn't be here. 

ToBT. [Rdeaaing himttlf.] Oh, do be sensible! 
This is quite childish. Til go to the office, see to » 
thing or two, and oome back in an hour. And, if 
you're still wanting a divorce, I'll tell you what you 
have to do. 

[Be thakea Bahtley off, and goei, through the 
glass door. Babtlei m very vexed — he 
ehruge hie skotddere, muttering, " If I am 
Btill I Too ridiculous 1 " returns to kie 
taile, and sits. Mibiak sits on the sofa. 
There is nleneefor a moment. She has her 
«j/es steadily fixed on Ba&tley, who is 
fidgeting with the papers be/ore him, and 
ear^lly avoids lookinf at her. 
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MiBiAU. [Qtiwtlj/.] Tou r«iUl7 want to divorce 
me? 

Baktlxt. Of course, of course. That's the only 
thing to do. 

Unuic. I see. ... Yon came very near strangltng 
me last night. 

Babtlbt, [M^utiering.] I'm dreadfully sorry. And 
ashamed, of course. 

AliltlUl. Did you really think that what I had 
done deserved that ? 

Babtlit. I didn't think at all. I was completely 
off my head. 

Miriam. Or that it deserves — divorce? 

Babtley. That's what the taw was made for — isn't 
it ? And this is precisely a case. And anyhow, it's 
no good talking about it. The point is — what are 
we to doi 

MlBIAM. Do? 

Babtlby. I mean, one of us mnst go away. We 
can't possibly live under the same roof, can we, while 
proceedings are pending f 

MtBiAH. You'd like me to go ! 

Babti.bt. I think that would be best. I'd make 
everything comfortable for you, of course. 

Mibuu. Thank you. Where should I got 

Butlbt. I don't know — that's just the difficulty. 
Your mother ? 

MiBiAH. [Shaking her head.] No. But I might 
stay with Agnes. 

Babtley. [Eagmij/, m h* lookt at her for iht Jirtt 
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timeJ] That'a ft aplendid idea. To-daj, don't 700 
think! 

MiBUM. TcMlajf 

BiBTLEi. W«ll, if 70U wouldn't mind. — What's 
that you're wsartng round yoar neckf 

MiBUM. There was a mark. 

Babtlbt. Oh, Tm dreadfully sorry. 

MiBiAH. It will eoon go. Yon'd like me to- 
day 

Babtlxt. That seems the simplest thing, really. 

HiBUH. Perhaps. Ton don't mind, of course, 
taking me from my children f 

Babtlbt. We can't help that, can we? Bat yoa 
shall see them, whenever you want to. 

MiBiAH. Just now and again, furtively, when 
you're not in the house i 

Babtlbt. Whenever you want to^whenaver you 
want to. 

MiBiAM. And if you re-married ? 

Babtlbt. Oh, that isn't likely t 

UiBUJi. But if you did — another woman would 
Bother my babies ! 

Babtlxt. IRttUwily, at A« fidget* w^ Am papert 
again.} All that, as I've said, can't be helped. You 
should have thought about that, before. But 111 
never ce-marry — never. 

MiBlAM. [In the aarne qwiet, attady voice, tKat never 
vortM.] Tea remember when Daphne was bom! 

[Babtlbt merely givee a ahmg, but doesn't 
aneioer, and fume to hie papert. 
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Hisuif . ITo. All I wuit to remind 70a is — that 
I vwy near); died for yon — ^theo. 

Babtlit. [Mon and more irritably.] It was & 
dreftdful time— terrible. Bat that's in the past. 
Wh; talk of the pasts 

MiBtAM. For three days and nights yon sat by my 
bedside. 

[Babtlxt taJcM up a pmoU Jr^fuUs, amd 
makta a note on a mamucripL 

M"'*" You sat there, holding my hand. I 
thought I was dying— I was ready to die. I had 
brought your child into the world. 

Babtlkt. [F/mffi*^thep»neildoum.'] Z oan't imagine 
wby you recall these things. They're over and done 
witb. Why speak of them now ? 

Miujjf. Merely because I want to ask — whether 
those days and nights don't oountl 

Bastlit. [Banging hit^fist on fA« ttAU.} OoantI 
Id Heaven's name-^or what ! 

MuLiAM. To^y you {appose to take ma away tma 
my ebildrau 

Babtlxt. [Dropping kit papert, and iwnding fbr- 
ioard.'] Tou know, this isn't fsir. And there's no 
sense in it. Do you think — after what happened 
Imst night — ^tbatlife is possible for us— on your terms 
onder your conditions t 

MiBiAM. No. Evidently it is not. 
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Babtlxt. Tery well, then. Why drag up the 
paatf 

MtRUx. Because — it doesn't seem to have oeonrred 
to yon — ^that I am fond of my children. 

Babti.it. [Banffvag At t(M» again, and ^rrmging 
to hU/eet.] Iiook here, so am I. And they're mine, 
as much as yours. Yon had the pain and the sufier- 
ing, as yon brought them into the vorld — but I, as I 
fiat there, listening to every sound — I suffered as 
mueh KB you did — more, perhaps, because it waa ^u 
who were bearing the pain. And you forgot your 
children when you fell in lore— with Aun / 

HnLUH. [StiU with t^ mmm unrw^Isd calm.] I 
didn't taHi in lore with him. 

Babiut. Enough, at least, to give yourself to 
him t 

MiRUii. Yes. 

Babtlst. [Fiolentf^ as he faoat A«r.] Very well 
then — very well — is there any more to be said % 

Ml"*" Bartley, do you think we women are 

stocks and stones % Do you think we, like you, have j 

f -no sudden weakness, or impulse ? Does that make ] 

us vile, unfit to look after our children — does it mean 

we can't love our husband ? 

Babilbt. Yes, it does — that's just what it does 
mean 1 And supposing— oh, I can't say it I 

\S» toriihes, and turns away. 

MatlAH. [UnjUtakingly.} You mean, if I'd had a 
child by him f 

BABTLsr. [Breaking hard.'\ Yea I 
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UiBUH. I didn't want & child hj him. But — if I 
bAd — couldn't 7011 have loved it — heeaute it waa 
mine? 

Bastlit. [Breakmg away.] Hj God I No t Ko I 

MisiAic. Its being mine ironld have made no 
difference t 

Baktlxt. Kone I Absolutely none t 

MisiAx. Well, it irould have, to me. The fact of 
its being your child — the child of the man I loved. 
And loved, it seems, vith a greater and finer love 
than you ever felt for me. 

Baetlet. [Fiareely, aa he facet her again.] That* a 
a lie, and you know it 1 No man has ever loved a 
voman more than I did jou. Your treachery — 
come, coma, let us call it by its name — has been vile 
and detestable. And it makes no difference, however 
you gloss it over. All the things you've said make 
no difference. You want me to believe in your love 
for me, and to be free to give yourself to another 
man. I nearly killed you for that last night — and 
I'm not at all sure that you didn't deterve to be 
killed. I've always wanted women to be free — and 
I do still — and by Heaven that's why the paper shall 
go on ! But this sort of thing I've kicked out — sent 
it round to the dustbin — as I do to-day. And when 
a woman believes in it, and advocates it— then she's 
not fit to bring up children — and deserves to be 
divorced and discarded — as I divorce and discard 
youl 

Miriam. [Who hoe lietened guile unmoved, the 
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tmotion fading ovt of her /««.] Very w»ll — 7011 
divorce and diaoard me. What happens then t— I 
meao, to me t 

Babtlit. [Stdkiiy, at ht gou hook to hit taile, and 
m(«.] Ere can divorce Lanrenoe— and yoa can marry 

MmUU. [AfCer an amazed gUmo$ at him.] Yott 
want me to marry lAurenM t 

BiHTur. [Taking up a buadh <ff (2ocu«wn(f and 
looking at tham.] That's the thing that's naually done. 

MiHiAV. [Nodding.] I see. 

BARTI.KT. And as yoa and he apparently think 
alike on these matters, you'll have no difficulty with 
him. 

iiauM, Well, of oonrBe, that will be very pleasant 
and comfortable And I suppose youll be quite 
generoos — as regards an allowance, and all that t 

Bartut. [Still Jiddlmg about mih hia jMptn.] 
Toby can act for you, as he won't tor me. 

MiBUH. He won't ? 

Babtlst. No. 

MiauH. That's a pity. But I'm sure yotill be 
wry generous as regards the money, 

Bartlxt. That's probably meant as a sneer. But 

it doesn't affect me. Not in the least. I've told 

yen, 111 make everything as smooth for yoa as I can. 

[MlUAH is about to rttort, uhm Balskbton 

eomat tn. Sit manner it rather oKkward 

and eonalrained at he goei to Babtlxt. 

Baij>xbtoit. Farkes has brought your clothes, sir. 
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Babtlit. V«t *•*'■ 

BiLDBTOiT. Is there %dj mwng* for him, sir t 
Babtlr. Ko. 

BuDKBTOH. Sh«nibriiigth»bftgiit, ttr? 
BuTLiT. Tm No. LatoP. 
Baldbkios. [1Fi(A a it'Hla itammtring hentatum.] 
Mr. TBTgill Ksked me to toll you, lir, th»t he's in the 
offioe. 

Babxlbt. Hr. Tftrgill I 

BuJWBmw. [£«oiWtv • *^ «A«^Wy of Aim.] 
Y«B, sir. He w»»t« to know whether youTl see him 
■when you're disengeged, lir. 

BiBTLBl. [Afi«r a momenl's pauu.] Very well. 
When I ring, B&lderton. 

Baibbbtoh. Tee, sir, I'll tell him. 

[St got. Than u tiiMot agtun. Baetlbi 
fidg^ voUk hU pap*n, endmOy watting 
for MmUH to go. 
MiBiAM. Tou meen to aee h!m? 
Babtlbt. [Shortiji.} Yea. 
UiBiAH. Tbai't much the best. 
Babtlbt, I h»Te to tell him about the paper. 
UiBiAK. You WBDt me to go I 
Babti^kt. That eeema more — decent. 
Miriam. "Why I Are you afraid to speak to him— 
before me t 

Babtlbi. [injrC^.] Afraid— whyafraidf It's not 
that, at all. And, besides, you may be perfectly 
oortun I shan't say a word that doesn't concern the 
paper. Or let him, either. 
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MiHUH. Id th&t case I might M wall tUj. Vra 

been a oontributor to th» p^per, yon know— I'd lika 

to hfiftr yoor Ti»w>. And ftftar tH, u ha'> to ba my 

hnsbcind [Baxtlit neears vndtr Am (raa(\ tmd 

rinf viotenily.'] You'll tall him, won't you, th*t yoa 
mean to provide for me? Becmuie of conne I've 
nothing of my own. 

Babtlbt. Yon needn't worry abont that. 
UisiAif. Oh no, I dont. Only Ere hM nothing 
either, you sn—w> hall have to provide for her. And 
it will m»ke matten ao much *aaier, won't it, my 
being « sort of — haireea t 

[Baktlbs merely ihrugi hit'^thovidtn, and taJcea 
no notice, burying himtelf in hit papert. 
Ladbshoe eomu in, hwrriicUy and lur- 
voutly — he pauiee for a mometU on th« 
thnthold, and teeme eurprited, and m UtCla 
annoyed, at teeing Mikum. He thutt the 
door and gate quickly to Babtlit. !I%er« 
it not the Uatt trace of y-Mterdaj^i trucu- 
lence aboiU him, but oniy, at it were, on 
eager and almott bathful Jriendiincet, 
HiKiAK hat her back atmott turned to Atm, 
and doetn't ttir. 

IiAOKKTCB. \Eagerly.'\ I've coma to 

Bastlit. [Stopping him abrvpUy, and wmving him 
owoy.] Flease ait down — over there. [3e motiona to 
the taMe.] Over there. I want to spei^ to you about 
the paper. Nothing but the paper. Pleam under- 
stand that. [Ladbxhci Aoro'i moved — he triat to tpemi 
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— Baxilit atopa Mm.] Sit dovm, sk down. Dont 
l«t'B have a fusa. Or a BoeDe. There was qaite 
enough of that last night, [LAUsmrcn gwet a UttU 
thrag, and got* doviy to the table — A« nte, atfarfrwa 
MiBiAK aa ha eon, and facing Babtlit.] Ihia is 
merelj a buaineas talk. About the paper, I want it 
to go on. 

Ladbinoi. [Scandff aittovt a murmur.] At leut 
I'm glad of that. 

Babtlbt. / go out of it, of oonne, 

LAURKiroc. And not I? 

Babtlmt, [Shortlj/.] No, 

XiADBXNOK. Whft 

Baitlkt. That* s my affair, and we needn't diacusa 
it. I turned the tliiog, as yon know, into a email 
private company. There's quite enough working 
capital — and it will soon be paying its way. I hold 
nearly all the shares. I shall arrange with Toby to 
have these divided among the editorial staff. ' 

Laubotoi. Me too t 

Babtuy. That oonoema Toby, All that I ask — 
and I fancy I am entitled to ask it— is that yon, who 
of course become editor again 

Laubuiox. [Svrpriied.'] I! 

Babtlsx. Toa're the only man who can do it. Tm 
merely thinking about the paper. But I want it run 
on my lines. They were dearly indicated ; you know 
them. 

Ladbbtoi. [SMitating.] But — if Tm to be 
Editor 
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MiRi^. [Without tttming Iter /uad.] He tt entitled 
to oak that, Laurence. 

Lacbenob, [Afi«r a mommit.] Yery well. I'll do 
my best. 

BumxT. I have your dutinct undertaking i 

Laubbhcx. Yes. 

Babxlbt. All right then, I clear oat of this room 
to-day. Have my name painted out of the door, 
taken off the front sheet. Othernue let everything 
go on aa before. You understand t 

LiTTRiscs. Yes. 

Bastlit. [With a gMtttn of diamistal.] Very veil. 
Then that's all we have to say to each other, 

[ffe haa tearedy looked at Laouncie through 
all thit — note A« d»jmitdy tvnu meay, and, 
prooaeda to sort hie papar$. 

Laviience. Wait. There's the money I owe you. 

Babtuex. [WithtHit looking up.] It was all in oon- 
neotioQ with the paper. And I — apologise— for 
having mentioned it. 

Laubbnok. [Quietly.] Yon needn't. But look hen 
^I've a reversion. When an aunt of mine dies, I 
come into a couple of thousand. She's not very old, 
and I don't want her to die — but the thing has a 
value, ni have it transferred to. you. 

Babtlxy. [Who hat Utttned with mery sign <ff un< 
patimce.] IHiat's simply ridiculous. I didn't know 
what I was saying yesterday. And do you think I 
fare a hang about the money ? 
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Ladkbhox. Bat I do. I care k vttj great dekL 
And I oan't allow 

Baxtlkt. llrritabltf.) Oil, do stop this, please. I'm 
a very rich man, and yoa're a poor one, and it would 
aimoj me profoimdly to take your reversion. Please 
leave it tfaere. I've withdrawn my remark of yester- 
day — BO that's ended. 

LaoBmroi. Bnt all the same ■ 

MniUll. [Again mthotU turning A«r fuad.'] Tou 
must do what he tells yon, Laurenoe. 

IiADBSHcn. [After a momtnt, and a rather diMpIteued 
glance at her.] Tery well. I accept. But it's 
gsneroQS. 

Baxtliz. [Roughty.] Heavens abovoi I have no 
wish to be generous. Please don't imagine that. It's 
mere oommon sense. So that's all. Qood day. 

[ffe fimtget himtelf Mtc hit papert. Theriie 
a mommfe eUenee. Lausxiiox gtte vp 
and tame to the door — (Am, mpultivelj/, 
with vnoontroUM* eagernnt and exoito- 
ment, Aorfeiw to Babtlit. 

Laitbikos. I oant go like that — ^I can't. Yon 
evidently don't intend to see me again 

Babtut. [ffrimfy.] Yoamay beqnite snreof lAa<. 
Z wouldn't have seen you now, only I thought ihid 
go ill did. Well, she wouldn't. 

UiUAii. [Qvitay.] Ko— I wouldn't. What have 
yim to say, Laurenoe % 

liAOBBMOi. There's nothing I can say— except Uiat 
I never imagined — he'd take it— like this. [Babtlxt 
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maiet a pttttvmalt mov«m»nt.] No, oo, don't b* tngrj. 
Look here, we've been frieads— — 

Babtlht. [SeomJvUjf.] Toul 

LiDBBfax. Yes, I. I TAlaed jom friandship. I 
wouldn't h«v« thrown it Kway— for any women in 
the world. 

UlUAM. Thknk yon. 

Llvsmmce. 8h» knowi it too. I went 70a to know 
it. Of ooune eTeiTthiDg loundi gbutlj when one 
triee to txj it. 

BiBTLBT. Then why try ! Do joa think I care X 

LunjOTOB. {StiU kmritdh/ and dtprteatutgh/-] ^^'■^ 
night I got ftDgrj too. But — when I oune hom^— 
and heftrd how anxiona aha waa 

MiRUH. {Ahnott to htrmlf.] I had Tinoni of him 
Ijing in a ditch, with hi> thitait oat. 

BiBTLBT. Tary harrowing — ^rery. BatmythrOBt's 
all right, thank you. [To LiUBiKOi.] Well — haveB't 
yon fioiahed % 

LiDBBBOB. I wee heart-broken, aimply. Td have 
given evacything in the world that thia ihooldn't 
hBve happened. 

MiBUH. [Quittli/.] Don't be aooh a ooward, 
Laurence. 

Babtuet. Tou hear what ahe aaja? And she'a 
right. Don't be avioh a eoward. You knew what 
you were doing. It pleaaed you to take my wife — and 
yon took her. At leaat don't Meat aboat your 
friendship for me. 

LiUBXHOB. [Wearily.] And yet it'a true. The 
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ftbflunl thingi an tru« somstimes — this Is. It's 
wh«M tbaories come to grief. Well— 111 go. 

[Sa turru, and movet to the door, 

Bastlit. For Hearen's sake, do. And perhaps 
thi will too. [ffa pieka up hit papara again. 

MiBiAK. [Quirily.] He means to divorce me, 
lAurence. 

Laubsitge. [At the door, turning round.] What 1 1 1 

UiEiAM, Yes. He has made up his mind. 

Laobsko. [Bwrying exeitedly to Babtlkt.] Bart- 
ley, Hartley I 

Bartlbt. [Violently.] Don't address me like that t 
And get out I It's no badness of yours t 

Laukisob. [Quite hende Atmss!/.] Divorce A«r/ 
Miriam ! Good Heaven — what for % 

Babtlzt. Yoall find out, later. Don't you worry. 
TouOl hear. 

Laubihob, Do what you like with me. But you 
om'f — divorce Miriam I 

Babtut. Can't I, thoiigh — can't It We'll see 
about that. 

XiAUBXHOK. The blame is all mine. 

MiBiAM. Thaf s not true. 

BABII.BT. It doesn't matter whether it's true or 
not. It doesn't matter in the leut. And she has 
told me everything-^she hasn't spared ma The rest 
concerns the lawyers. 

IiAiTBBHOi. Don't bring them in, Tou cui't. And 
there are hw ohildren. For this a 

Babiut. [Art'ous^.] What! 



:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 



FREEDOM 89 

LlUBxnax. [Sun^ly.] I beg jour pardon. I didn't 
mean that. But look here — we've discuBud all this — 
tlie poeition of women— over and over again — haven't 
we i You have. It's not fair to look at it now — as 
though we were ordinary people I 

Baxtlei. I daresay yim aren't— or she, very likdy 
— but I am. Oh, quite. And J do the ordinary 
thing. [Sa wnwt hit hand m dtamiual. 

liiDBXNox. [/"M-mlmtly.] But, Bartley, this itn't 
the ordinary thing ! It's wicked, it's monstroua I 

Babtlbt. [Moving things ahotU on hit UAlt.'\ I'm 
■orry if it doesn't meet with Ur. Targili's approval. 
But we oan't help that — can wef 

Lavsinox. I'll make what amends I can. Run 
the paper aa you want it— do anything. Be satiafied 
with that. For Qod's sake, have pity I 

BUTKHT. [Snarling.] For whom? For her f She 
doesn't want it. For you f Wbyt 

Laubkitok. [In dttpatr.'] Bven j/ot^ve always said 
in the paper that wconen should be free I 

BiBTiAT. I have — and I hope you'll go on saying , 
it. But that doesn't mean we're all to turn into pigs. / 
And it doesn't help women's freedom for one friend' 
to betray another. 

JikvBMStm. I havent, I haven't I Oh, there an 
things one can't say, of course, 

MiBiAH. [QuwtJy.] Say what you like. I've toU 
him the absolute truth. 

liAUiEMiroc. [Zoakinff at her.} If she really haai . . 

MixiAX. OhysB. 
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IiAvxKTos. [7Wninj7 to Bibtlct.] Verj well then 
— if joa do know ... a oaUinity, of course, that it 
ihonld be — jou uid I. That it » cslKmitj. But, 
otberwiM— w it 10 verj important t [Babtuet howk 
at Atm — he gov on Aurrt«e2Iy.] No, no, understAod 
me — I meftD, to people like as. Becauie, after all, 
we're not grocen, or itockbrokera I 

"RkxtixT. We're men — jnst as they are. Men — 
jrou for^ tbat. And III act like ft man. You 
didn't. You'Te behaved like a car. 

MftAM [Almoit ontieaUy.'\ That's rather absurd. 

Babtlht. It's my point at view. And I'm not 
losing my temper. I just want him to know. 

Imsvmsv*. {Ho^.I That's all right — and I don't 
mind yonr saying it— 4f that's what you think. But 
whether yon're tnt^iid to think it is quite another 
matter. 

BABTun. {Looking defiantly at him.] A cur. A 
mere, pitiful cur. 

Laskinox. Don't talk suoh nonsense. She wanted 
a lorer, and I ohanoed to be there. That's the whole 



BAUl^sr. [Jumping up and ytUing.] You blaok- 
guard I Foul blackguard I 

IiADBBioa. [Doggadig.'] I'm nothing of the sort. 
You'd have done just the same. And it's all tooa 
stupid. You haven't bought hsr — you don't lead her | 
about on a string I 

BABiLxr. [WU& a violent mevement, dropping th« 
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bibU.] Ko, no, I won't ctand thAt 1 

[MiBUK ruM, g06$ to th» edgt of the table, 
and intareaple htm. 

Mnmii. [Soothingly.'] Sit down, Bftrtl«7 — sit down. 
Th&t sort of thing doaan't hslp. Why oau't yon t»Ik 
qnietlj, without calling aach othar nuBoat And 
foa don't want Baldarton to hear. Basidas, Vm 
not Helen of Trt^ — there's no need (or blood- 
shed. 

Babtlst. [Stm frtmUinff with txoifment.] I w&nt 
him to go. If he doean't 

UiBUK. Joit one moment Be raeaonable — please 
— just one moment. [Baktlit dropt wAowffed^ into 
hie chair, muttering fitriMfty to Atmss^^.] And yon 
ebonldn't mj such things, Lanrence. Of conrae tliey 
joOToke him. 

LA.nBziroi. [Sutiily; he had merely drugged hie 
ehouldere at B&biut's outiurtf.] I'd no wish to do 
that. Bat look how he's treating me ! And, after 
all, what fa»Te I dime t 

Bastut. Let him go, I aaj I Let him go I 

MxpTtM, [SooMngly.] He shall, in a minute. 
Laurence, i^rtley suggests that Ere should diroroe 
jou, and that jou should mairj me. 

LAmuncDi. [Completely etaggered.] What 1 1 1 

MixUK. [Nodding.] Tea. Ere will do anything 
you tell her, you know. And Hartley's quite |a«parad 



:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 



gs FREEDOM 

to inKks m« ft huidaome kllowanee. [Sha (unit to 
Aim.] Aren't 70a t 

[Babtlst burui Mma»lf /wtriMj/ in hi* 
pap«rt and take» no notw. 

hurKatm. [iVef/«ZIy.] XhiB is ridioaloiu. 

UiauH . [Pietuantly.] Why, Lfturenoe — why t 
Bartley'a very anxiooB that ererything should pass 
off pleuantly. Yoall b« the oo-re^Kmdent— and 
moe oo-reepondenta always many the lady. Bartleyd 
like it. He doesn't make it a condition — bat he'd like 
it. \She turns to Aim,] Wouldn't yon t 

BuTLSi. [Without looking up.] It's a matter for 
yon both. Not necessary to disonss it before me. 

HuuM. [Mildly.] Oh, Bartley—why nott It's 
a kind of business arrangement, isn't it I Well, 
Lanrenoe, what do yon say ! 

hLVSMSfJE, [Angrilj/, at ho ihifio from om foot to 
|A« olAsr,] I say it's insane. Why should Eve divoroe 
ne 1 Sha doesn't want to— 7 don't want her to. It 
wonldn't help matters in the least. And I wont 
hear of it. 

lfT^*M- [Though^fuUj/^ How very disappcnnting. 
It looks as though I should be left in the cold. I'm 
afraid you're sot as rigid a moralist as Bartley is, 
Lanrenoe. 

Laubxhoi. We don't care about each other, yon 
and L WeVe nerer pretended to. Ton don't lore 
me/ 

MtBttM. No, BO, of oourse not — but ainee A« wishes 
it. Won't yon do this little thing for him I 
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LkvaMWOK. Whjr the devil thotild he with it I 
Since it's him joa lore I 

MittTAM. Well, joa see, he won't believe that. 

Baxtlbt. [Breaking dovm, dropping hit hand* on 
the table, and hit head on hie handt.] Believe itl 
Oh, I beg of 70U both — enough I It'e more then 
Ictuibeert 

iMnasfM. [Deeply moved at hie dietreee, and 
kaetening to him,] Bartlej, X see whftt it is. You've 
a wrong ideft altogether. Her pride, I suppose^ 
been widking on itilts, and wouldn't come down. 
Bat I asaure jou ehe doesn't want jou to div<ffoe 
herl 

iiaiAM. No, 1 don't. And he gave me a ohanoe 
f asterday. He tcJd me he'd forgive me if I promised 
never to see you again. 

LAUKXKca. [Staring at her in amazement.] And 
70a wouldn't t 

MiBiAU. Kot becaoee I was ordered to. No. 

LiuBEHOK. But that's too ally 1 

HiBUM. [Thought/uOi/.] You thinlc that t 

LtDXKNOiE. Of course I do ! Of course 1 Quite 
idiotic I [Se lume to Baxtlei.] Of oowm she won't 
see me again, Bartl^ I And, at an; rate, I ewear 
to you I'll never eee her I 

'[BAXTLB7, hie head ttiU hoieed on hie hande, 
nuittera inaohurenUy, " I've nothing to do 
with you 1 I've nothing to do with you t " 

MiBUiL [AJter a tt/mpathetie glance at Babtiot.] 
But, Laurence — my freedom 
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IJjiXjWKSOM. [Souffhlf/,] Oh, blow your &Mdom I 
You'n hia wiftt—and you love him I Why not do 
wlut ha uki you f 
MiBuit, I will. 

LlumZHOl. [Magmiy, to Bi.BTLXT.] Thera, Hartley 
— there I you hear that f 

[Bartut ha^ lifU hit head and looJu at 

HtHUii. [yodding.] I eay I will. I'll obey, in 
erery putiouler, 

B1.BTLVT. [Stupictoutly.] You mean that t 

M"**" I came here to^y, intending to My it. 

Baxtlkt. Then why didn't you t 

HiBUM. [Canlea^.] Oh, I meant to try first. 
, . . And yoa seemed so Mt on a diToroe. But I'd 
rather you didn't. / don't want to be divorced, any 
more than he does. Besides, you'd find it awkward 
— the earvants take a deal of looking after. And 
the children would be a trouble. Tou see, they're 
used to me. 

BlBTLBT. [Looking away Jrom hor, and almott 
muttormg to AinutJ/.] I don't know whether I'm to 
take this seriously. 

Uixi&x. Oh yes — I'm quite in earnest. As Lau- 
renoe says, I've been wrong. 

liArKUTOl. [Who hat movtd otooy, and tune ttandt 
by the door to the right, muttering to hxmtd/.] I said 
—I said 

Bastlit. [Stm Mokwardlj/, and without loMng at 
her]. It's a pity you couldn't last night . . , 
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HiBUV. lAst night I wu hvadstiong aod foolitb 
— nndanublf foolieh. Yon offered mo Tonr forgive- 
UMS U«t night — I beg for it now. I'll go on m; 
kn«M, if 70U like. Does that sktiify you t 

BuTLKT. [Bttitatinglj/.l ... I suppose tlut it 
most . . . 

MiBim. Yvry well, then. And 70a won't divone 
met 

BimruT. . . . Ho. . . . 

MiuAic. [Chetr^i/.] Thk&ks vvtj much. [She 
tuma, and tttt Lauukci, who u Mt3l ibmding in hi* 
eommr, not qwU knowing wAot to do, vthethtr to go or 
«fay.] Dear me, lAurence— joq still there t Th»t 
WW tactless. 

IiAtJixKOK [Looking rathtr rumtt^iUy at her.] I'm 
aoerj. But I wasn't aore whether yon had qnite 
finished with me. 

MiBiAx. Oh, yes, thanks. And I'm really obliged 
to yon — you've been splendid. And you'll have no 
difficulty in rouuing the paper on Bertley's lines — ^you 
see, you do agree with him, really. 

LiUBKSCK. Yon know well enough that's not bme. 1 
But theories and ideas go for nothing— when a man's I 
saffering. \ 

HiBUK. That's what Mrs. Oollins said yester- 
day. 

L&inuUTOK. I don't know what Mrs. Oollins said 
yesterday. I only know that I'm not ashamed of a 
single word /'m said. 

MiBUH. [Sinoertly.] No, no, why should you bet 
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And I meui thst — re&ll;, I do. Good-bje. Hy 

ragardfl to Ere. 

LiuBUiOB. Bartley 

Babtlbt. [With a gatwn.] Oh, go vmj, please I 
Don't atari again — on me ! 

Lauukob. Ho. But just thit. I bear the poniih- 
ment— and Vm glad I do bear it. That's all. Good- 
by.. 

[With a ^uief look at boA of them, ht gota 
t&rowgh tht door to Ihe right. 

MiBiAM. [At the mcvu to tha tabU and picJes up her 
bag,prepar€itorf/toltaving.] He haa been ver^ useful. 
I'm afraid it wasn't pleasant for ^on, his stopping 
berfr— but I was anxious that yoa should know. [She 
pickt up her hag from the taf>le.'\ Are you coming home 
to lunch t 

Baktlky, I can't, I're to tell Toby about the 
paper. 

MiBUH. Very well. You won't be late. IVe some 
shopping to do this afternoon — but 111 be in to tea. 
By the way, don't forget that you've promised to 
look in at MiUb/s about that old silw jug — they're 
keeping it for me— the Batten girl's wedding, you 
know. Make them show yon the two— the one's 
fifteen guineas, and the other twelve. 

\She goe» to the glan door. 

Bastlxy. \Qetting up imd going to her.'\ One minute. 
I don't know what you've got at the back of your 
head. But T'm quite willing — to let bygones be 
bygones. 
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MiBiAK. [At tha door, epeuking OMr her ikoutd^.] 
That's very good of you. 

Babtlzt. Never miod whether I'm good or not. 
I'm wQling to forget, thafs all. 

MauH. [With a gen&e Arug.] "Why not I 

Bakilkt. And bow aboat you ? 

MmiAJt. Mei [She ha^ turn* rovnd. 

Babtlet. Yes, yon. All this is unnatural — first 
your Tiolent protest— and then this sudden meekness. 
What does it mean ? 

MiKiAK. [Qmetl}/.] Merely that I don't want to be 
taken from my children. 

Bakti.ec. [Nodding.] I see. And I, I suppose, 
am a brute to have suggested it ? 

MiBiAM. It certainly never entered my head that 
you'd do that. 

Babtlex. Perhaps you'll tell me what else I could dol 

MnuAif. [7'urmnjr completely round and /aeing 
him, a note of paetion coming into her voice for the 
firtt (tt?M.] What else I Yoa were willing to drag me 
to a Law-Oonrt — and then fiing me to him ! 

Babtlet. [Mntterimg angrily^ Fling — fiing — what 
d'you mean, fling! All I said waa 

MiBTAif. Tou were willing that I should pass ont 
of your life— pass out completely, as though I never 
had been I You to whom I went as a girl, to whom 
Fve borne children I You'd have let them cry for 
me— and I not there— my two babies I And all this 
\ because, for one moment, I had looked away— ^om 
yoal 
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Babtlet. [Angrily.] fou're no right to nj that. 
I offered yesterdftj 

MiBUH. I told 70a lehtf I refused — let 70Q look 
into me— oh, Bartley, I told you I loved jou, you 
knew thkt I lored you — but that wasn't eoough. The 
years we had lived together, the memoriee we had in 
common — all that dido't matter. I was to be sent 
away — handed over — to the £rat passer-by, 

Babtlet. [Shmitinff.] But it's nouMnge, all this — 
sheer nonsense I 

MiKLUi. It it^ Hartley— is itS The Iaw, that 
you're so fond of, allows you to hit the mother 
through her children. You'd have taken them from 
me — because that's the Bight — of the Male , . , 
Tery well—I obey. And yon shall have no cause 
for complunt in the future. There shall be no other 
man in my life — but — neither — shall there be 
you. 

Babtlet. [Nodding tulkiit/,] Yes — I'm not sur- 
prised. I half expected that. 

MtKUH. [PatnotMtetif.] At least, so much <^ Free- 
dom may be left me I I have to but/ t^e permissioa 
to stay with my children — I need not pay with 
myself I 

BabtIiXY, That shall be as yon will. I made no 
conditions — I stick to that. Only — ^let me tell you— 
every word yon have said — is monstrously cruel and 
unjust. 

Muux. [Coldiif.] You think that? 

Babtlxt. Most emphatically X do. In plun 
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English, I've been faithful to you, and you havent to 
ne. That's all it amounts to. 

MntUH. [Sorrowfuib/.] Faithful, BarUey 1 Oh, is 
there oul; one kind of fidelity — our miserable body t 
And have you been faithful — you who irsre irilUng to 
send me aw&yt Fou might have committed every 
crime in the world — BJtd I'd haye stood by you 1 

Babtlet. So would I — you know that — but 

MntiAK . Yes — this — that means so little— is the 
greatest crime of all — to the Male I ISha Mrna to lA« 
door.] Well — in time jou may think differently. 
Time does strange things, 

Babtley. [D^antly.] I shall never think differently 
— never — be quite sore of that 1 And these things 
you've been saying — I can't shuffie words, I can't 
pick up arguments — but I know they're not true, 
TheyVe simply not human — men and women oouldn't 
go on existing — the whole world would have to change 1 
I've been a good husband and father — and you 
weren't content with just being my wife. You've 
done wrong — and you can't see it. That's tragedy 
enough — but at least don't think you're entitled — to 
put the blame — on me I 

MmTtii, [Calmly.] Let us leave it there, Bartley — 
and take up our lives again. There is much we can 
do. [SAe twTu to the door, 

Babtle;. [BiOfiit/.'l And this great love you spoke 
of I Whatofthatt 

HiBUV. [Tunvmg and tookit^ at him.] It is there 
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muting. Itisthflrel . , . [She tume from himf and 
opnu tA4 door.] Shall I send the oar for you t 
Baktlit. [SulkUjf, at h» movtt atmiy.] Ho, do. 
Hntuif. You'll ring if you want it. And I shall 
«^eot jou to tea. 

\Sht goM, and ihuti the door. Babtlsx tianda 
there /or a momtnt, muttering to himte^, 
"Danmed nonsenBe — that's what it ia — 
damued nonaense ! " then goee to hia table, 
nta, paeeet hie hands wearily over his brow, 
and ringi. After a moment Baldsbtoh 
cornea in unth the hag. 
Baldzbton. The clothes, sir % 
Baktliy. Yes. 

Bauikbton, Shall I take them out, air ? 
Babtley. "So, do, I'll do it myself. Just put the 
hag down. 

Baldietos. Very well, sir. [He orotsee over emd 
pute the bag on a chair by the table,] Anything elae, 
sir? 

Bartlit, "So, no, thanks. By the way, I'm in to 
no one except Mr. Faming. You understand ? 
BAUtSBTOK. Yes, sir. Yes. 

[Se goea, and ahuta the door, Babtlet riae* 
aUnelt/, atiU tmttlaring to himtelf, atrttehee 
arid t/auma, goea to the bag, and begine to 
take out the dothea. There ia a knack at 
the glaae door, Se atopa, and Ufte hia head 
eagerly. The knock ia rapaated, and Etb, 
of, caUe " Bartley I " 
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Bastiot. [Etappilg.'] Ere I 

[S$haslmttoth»doorandJling$Uop«n. Kn 
QO^iM in. ^d thult Ihe door, gott eagerly 
%Q h»r, wnd holdt otU holh Aw hantU. 

Baxtlet. Oh, I'm bo glad you've come 1 Eve I 
I'm 80 gUd 1 

Etx. [Shyl^."] I thought yoa'd like 

Babtlxt. Miriun'B beeo here — ^Toby — «11 telling 
me I've been wrong I 

EvB. I met Miriam on the Btaira. 

Babtlst. Did she m.j Knytfaicgt 

Etb. No. She just emiled, and nodded. 

Babtlkt. You ehoold h»Te heard her— oh) yoa 
fihould have heard her I It'a I am to blame — only 1 1 
I who loved her — you know how I lored her 1 And 
thi»— 'thisl Wouldn't you have thought it im- 
IKJSdible? 

£vK. [At iht ntt on th* to/a,] He'a my htuband. 

Babtlkt. [Sitting betidt A«r.] Tes, yei, of course — 
you've Buffered too. Did y«u suspect 

Etx. \Yery nmply!\ Oh, I knew. I always get to 
know, Boonar or later. 

Babtlet. [Dropping httr hand^ Always 1 Then 
there have been others I 

Etx. Oh yes. Before we'd been married a year, 
there was — another, 

Babtlxy. Eve I 

Evx. And there have been more— since then. 

Babtlbt. And you have endured it— allowed it i 
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Et>. Wh&t oan one do t I't« beeDTtrymuenble, 
of oontse. But it hftppctu to so mnaj women. 

Babtlxt. And yon'vo aotaally been «ble — to go on 
BMiDg Hiriua— Blthoogh yon know . . . 

En. Oh 7M. 

Bastlit. You oonld — ^700 could— do that ! 

Era. Oh, BArtley, whkt difference could it m&kt— 
whether X nw her, or not t 

Bastlr. Wm tiiat wh7 you broke down bat 
night 1 

Era. I don't often give way. I wu dreadfully 
Mh&med, Ton see, I love him. 

Baktlst. Notwithstanding all, yon atill lore him? 

Eva. One lorefl, becatiM one lovea. I suppose 
women are like that. At leaat some women. They 
Just cry a little, and go on daming the children's 
ebthes. 

BuTLXT. [Smxm^.] Then you think I've been 
wrong, tool 

En. [Ftfry tartuHly.] Oh no,BartIey, I don't. It's 
different for a man. And I'm veiy sorry. I told 
Xianrenoe, when he was so sure you wouldn't 

Babulmy. He really, really could think 

Etc. Ob yee. You're no idea how unhaj^y be 

was last night. I've never seen him so unhappy. 

He has very few man friends — he has never oared itx 

any one as much as be does for you. 
Baxiliy. [TArowtn; up Aw hande.] That's beyond 

everything! 
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En. You see, theyVe diffcmat, Hiriun uid he. 
They^ boUi ao clerer. They talk anoh m, lob 

Babilkt. [Bitterly.] Ym — fuUof woaderMreasoiu 
—and so forth. Well — we Boffer. 

Eva. It's bard oo yon, Bartl^. You didn't 
deserve it. Vm dreadfnlly eony. 

Babtlzt. wirimn spoke — about 70U and me. 

Etc Sid she! Iliat was Billy of her. 

Baktiot. Not Buggesting aoTtfaing, of course — but 
merely saTing that if it had been 

Btb. I daresay. That's how they feel — they don't 
quite understand. Lauienoe always tells me I'm as 
free as he is. That he wouldn't blame me. And, 
really, I don't think he would, ^ 

Babtlkt. Well, of coarse, he can't lore you, 

BiTE. Oh yes, he does, in his way, More than any 
of the others, I'm sure. But men like him can't 
really love any woman. They put them into their 
books, they get a great deal out of them, And I 
believe that^s viht/ he attracts women — because he 
can't love them. He always comes back — to me, 

Babtlet. And that satisfies you ! 

Etx. What can one do! It was very hard, at 
first. I found out, quite by chance. 

Babilxs. And he wouldn't give her up t 

En. He swore that he would — ^but he didn't, of 
course. And, as Tve said, there've been others, since 
then. And will be more, I sometimes think I'd like 
to have their pbotographs^-and keep them in a 
Bpedal album. It would have to be quite a large one. 
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BAsraoT. Yon take it like that I 

Et>. It'i the beet way, im't it < Happier for tbe 
children. 

BiBTLBT, And you— you— though he told you you 
were f ree— yoaVe always been content ! 

Eve. Ob, yes. Yon see, Fm difiTerent. 

Bastlbi.' [With a nod.] Yts. Tou are the — old- 
fiubioned woman. 

Erx. I'm not old-fashioned or new-fashioned— I'm 
just — ^like that. 

Bastlxt. What do yon meant 

Etx. [Shaking her h«ad.'] I don't know. But, wbaU 
eyer they do, or laws that they make, there'll alwayi 
be some in whose life therell be only one mux. 
Women like mo. 

Bastut. [Eartuittt/.'] Yes — I believe that. And 
that's why I want the paper to go on. 

Etr. It ia going on 1 

Bastlet. Yes. He'll be editor again. 

En. Oh, I'm glad. 

BAKn;n. Just because of him t 

Eve. Not only that. It does good. There are 
many women it helps. 

Babtlkt. Fm gtsng out of it, Eve. And Miriam. 
She has consented to give him up. 

Eyb. Of course. 

Bartlct. [Cfrumbling.] Oh, there wasn't so much 
" of course " about it. She gives me up too. 

Ete. Does she t 

Baetuet. Yes. What do you think of that t 
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Eve. I don't know. I dare say eliell some back, 
as he does. 

Bartlbt. You imagine I'll wait T 

Ete. I Buppoae so. Yes. 

Babtlbt. Well, I won't. I'll go away. 

EvB. Where? 

Baktlet. Oh, aoywhere. I'll go and work. Do 
something. 

EvK. You'll come back, Bartley 1 

Babtlst. Of course I'll come back to my children. 
But I've lost my faitb, Eve. The paper shall go on 
— yeB — because that wasn't what we were workingfor. 

Eve. Yes, it was. 

Bartlet. What do you mean ? 

Eve. You can't make women free in one way j 
and not in anotb^. [She rite*.] Well, I must go / 
home. 

Bastlkt. [Sigmgieithher.] Whyl 

Ete. Laurence is lunching at home, and he likes 
me to be there. Especially when he's upset. 

Babtlet. Notwithstanding everything, notwith- 
standing everything, you always do what he wants? 

EvE. [Very aimpli/.] Oh, yes. And if I were you, 
Bartley, I wouldn't go away. Why should yon ? 
You can work here just as well. And the children 
would miss you. And Miriam loves you, you know. 
She has only done this because she's so dever. 

Baetlei. [Going to the glass door with her — opening 
it, then suddenly Btopping.\ Eve — just tell m&— you 
don't think I've been wrong ? 
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Bts. [Vay «arnM%.] Oh, qo, Bartlej — really I 
don't — not m the least t 
Baktlr. And jet you think it right that women 

fihoold be free ! 

Btk Oh, Bartley, it's difficult to expl^n, Bnt I 
tlo believe that, some day, when they've got their 
freedom, they'll leam how to use it. Good-bye. 

[WiA a nod, aht goes. Babtlbt doaes the 
door, retumt to the chair on which the 
bag M, and begint to take out the elolhet- 
The evrtain/aUt. 
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